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PEEFACE 

Emboldened by the success of my first 
book, I again venture to place a few more 
memories and recollections before the public. 
The only excuse I can plead for such a rash 
act is the gratitude I feel for the great 
kindness and courtesy with which my first 
humble attempt at literature met at the 
hands of my readers and reviewers. 
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ON THE 

BANKS OF THE SEINE 

CHAPTEB I 

PABIS 

Bbioht, beautiful Paris ! How I loved her 
in her days of prosperity and splendour, 
when every one seemed so happy and so 
proud of the beautiful capital ! 

My first recollection of it is the opening 
of the Universal Exhibition in 1856. The 
streets were thronged with strangers from 
every part of the world. Foreign Sovereigns 
had come there to pay homage to the 
Emperor, who was then in the full might of 
his splendour and glory ; he who in the old 
times ha4 been looked upon as an adven- 
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2 ON THE BANKS OF THE SEINE 

turer, a parvenu^ was now the loadstar that 
drew them all to Paris. 

The most famous Sovereigns, Ambassa- 
dors, and Ministers of that time continually 
drove in and out of the courtyard of the old 
and magnificent pile of buildings, the once 
famous Tuileries — now, alas! a heap of 
ruins, a monument of the past, burnt and 
levelled to the ground by the very people 
who used to be so proud of it. 

I can remember how the crowd ran after 
the Imperial carriages, cheering and hailing 
with delight the same Princes who afterwards 
marched triumphantly through the streets, 
victors in that deadly fight, when Paris, th6 
centre of all that was gay and beautiful, lay 
at the mercy of her stem captors, who, more 
merciful to her than her own children, spared 
and respected those grand old buildings and 
stately palaces which a few weeks after 
were ruthlessly destroyed by the wild and 
infuriated mob. 

In the spring of 1866 the crowning point 
of the Emperor's popularity was reached 
when the Prince Imperial was bom. In 
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PARIS 3 

the winter of that yeax the late German 
Emperor^ visited the capital, accompanied 
by Major von Moltke, the future conqueror 
of France. My father, when at Berlin, was 
very intimate with the Major, and, hearing 
that he was in Paris, called on him ; they 
at once renewed their intimacy. There was 
not a hole or comer in the city with which 
my father was not famiUar, and he de- 
lighted to take the Major about with him. 
Moltke was much struck at the seeming 
prosperity of Paris, but often made 
the remark, * Is it sound ? ' Of course 
Moltke accompanied Prince Frederick to 
all the dinners and soirdes given in his 
honour. He was much struck at the 
Emperor's coldness of manner, his face 
always appearing so calm and impassive, as 
though nothing interested, amused, or 
excited him. He dined twice at the 
Tuileries, and told my father that he was 
quite bewildered by the constant glasses of 
difEerent wines, which were, so to say, forced 
on him. 

' Frederiek IIL 
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4 ON THE BANKS OF THE SEINE 

My father took him to the Imperial 
stables, with which he was delighted, saying 
in his blufi manner that the horses, like 
the Parisians, were too luxuriously kept. 
He spent one night at our house in the 
North of France, and was much interested 
in driving about the lanes and country round 
about Cherbourg, and especially in visiting 
Bricquebec, the last fortress held by the 
English in Normandy, and lost to us in 
the reign of King Henry V. We girls had 
no idea who this silent, and to us dull, 
German was. 

The Parisians talked much about the 
Prince's plain, simple manner of Uving. 
Toung as he was, he seemed much interested 
in all relating to the French army. Of 
course there was a grand review, and the 
eye of Moltke followed keenly all the 
movements and march past of the troops. 
He met my father that night at a party 
given by the German Ambassador in honour 
of the young Prince. There and then he 
discussed the physique of the French 
soldier, expressing the greatest admiration 
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PABIS 5 

for the cavalry, but giving his opinion that 
the infantry was very small and undeveloped. 
He admired the Emperor's seat on horse- 
back, and remarked that he rode more like 
an Englishman than a Frenchman. 

I don't think the gallant Major or his 
young master visited Paris again till the 
day of their triumphal entry, when she lay 
at their feet crushed and bleeding, to be 
mortally crushed and wounded by her own 
citizens only a few weeks later. 

The following winter my father accepted 
an invitation from Count Moltke to pay him 
a visit at Berlin, where he seems to have 
had a most delightful time. The old Kaiser 
Wilhelm, who was then only Prince Wil- 
Uam,^ remembered him perfectly. Coming 
up to him at one of the royal receptions, he 
said how kind my father had been to him 
when he was attached to his person during 
the Prince's visit to Hanover years ago, in 



^ Prince Williatn became seventh King of Prussia on the 
death of his brother, Frederick William IV., on January 2, 
1861. From 1858 tmtil his accession in 1861 Prince 
William was Begent. 
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6 ON THE BANKS OF THE SEINE 

King Ernest's time.^ He talked over that 
visit, laughing heartily at his recollection 
of an amicable discussion, which ended as 
usual in a quarrel between my father and 
King Ernest. 

Moltke told rather an amusing anec- 
dote of Lord Palmerston and Count 
Cavour, both of whom visited Paris at the 
same time, neither of them knowing the 
other by sight. Both accidentally dined at 
the same table, as all the others at the caf& 
were full. They mutually entered into 
conversation, and seemed so pleased with 
each other that the talk went on till mid- 
night, when the waiter civilly reminded 
them that they could not keep the table any 
longer, as it was wanted for supper. Cavour 
presented the waiter with a franc, Lord 
Palmerston carelessly tossing him a sove- 
reign. They then tossed who should pay 
for the dinner; Lord Palmerston lost. 
Cavour then courteously said, * To-morrow 

^ Under the Salio law Ernest Augostus, fifth son of 
George Hi., succeeded William IV. to the throne of Hanover 
in 1837. 
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you must be my guest.' * May I have the 
honour of knowing to whom I am speaking ? ' 
At the same he handed his card with his 
name, Count Cavour, on it, Lord Palmerston 
also handing his. Both men mutually 
stared, Cavour frankly owning that he would 
not have spoken so freely on English politics 
had he known that he was speaking to the 
greatest English pohtician of the day. 
*The story goes on to say,' continued 
Moltke, ^ that the following night they talked 
so much that they remained all night at the 
table.' 

In spite of all the apparent prosperity at 
this period, Paris was slowly but surely 
working out her doom. Her streets and 
alleys were crowded with a heterogeneous 
mob of conspirators, revolutionists, and 
anarchists, who respected nothing in heaven 
or earth. A large number of Itahans, 
though they were under the surveillance of 
the poHce, the spies of the Government, 
watched, planned, and left no stone un- 
turned to carry out their conspiracies, their 
deep-laid plots, and designs. 
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8 ON THE BANKS OF THE SEINE 

I heard a good deal about these Italian 
conspirators, who at that time swarmed in 
Paris, all bent on one object — the assassi- 
nation of the Emperor. My father's butler, 
who had married our maid and who had 
lived many years with us, was in the habit 
of teUing her all sorts of gossip which she 
repeated to us. He was an Italian and had 
two brothers, both of whom he proudly said 
were under the surveillance of the poHce. 
They were both strikingly handsome, and 
our maid often told us with pride that some 
day her husband's family would make a 
great name for themselves, a name in 
history, such as Eavaillac and other well- 
known regicides had made. Our butler did 
not join the Brotherhood, as he called it, 
for he did not care to spend the remainder 
of his life in prison. 

All sorts of reports about the Emperor 
were then going the round of Paris, whether 
true or false I cannot say ; how that as a 
young man he had belonged to the sect 
of the Carbonari ; that he was looked upon at 
that time as holding the most revolutionary 
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doctrines; and how it was always hoped 
that, if ever he came into power, he would 
put aside aU his claims to Imperialism, 
hoist the red flag of revolution, and proclaim 
himself the apostle of progress and rapine. 
* Instead of this had he not made himself 
Emperor, with a Court more luxurious than 
that of any of the Sovereigns of Europe ? 
Was there any Court so extravagant as the 
Imperial Court of Louis Napoleon? He 
was surrounded by a magnificent retinue of 
courtiers, dukes, and marshals; Princes 
were his chosen companions. Taxes were 
levied and money was lavished on the 
minions of the Court in order to keep him 
and them in luxury and magnificence. The 
poor starved. What did the Court care? 
The Press was gagged. Liberty was an 
unknown word in Imperial France.* 

In this manner the Itahans raved and 
talked : it was very interesting, but it made 
one shudder to see the venom, hate, and 
loathing which these men had for the 
Imperial Court and the Emperor, who, they 
considered, was denying and throwing aside 
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10 ON THE BANKS OF THE SEINE 

all the promises of his youth, all the vain 
and illusory hopes of these disciples of the 
revolution. Whatever the faults of these 
men, it is impossible to deny that they had 
courage and pluck, for they carried their 
lives in their hands. 

One night there was to be a grand 
representation at the Opera. My father was 
going with the Due de Morny, with whom 
he was very intimate, and Dr. Conneau, 
who was a great personal friend of the 
Emperor. Conneau had followed him 
through all his varied fortunes, having ac- 
companied him when he was sent prisoner 
to the famous fortress of Ham ; ^ and it was 
owing to Conneau's presence of mind and 
devotion that the secret of the Prince's 
escape from that fortress was kept, and the 
Governor so hoodwinked, that the Prince 
got a good twelve hours' start before his 
escape was found out. 

My father came home in a dreadful state 

^ His second abortive attempt on the throne of France 
in 1840 was followed by imprisonment in the fortress of 
Hami from which he escaped on May 25, 18i6. 
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of excitement, telling us that when they 
were in the opera house a fearful explosion 
had been suddenly heard. No one knew 
what had taken place ; people started wildly 
from their seats. The house was crowded, 
for it was a gala night, and both the Emperor 
and Empress were expected. Some rushed 
out to see what had happened; others 
rushed in, shouting that the Emperor was 
killed ! The wildest reports were circulated, 
when all at once the Imperial pair entered 
their box, she looking loveUer than ever, her 
face flushed with excitement, and her eyes 
shining with an extraordinary lustre ; her 
clothes were torn, marks of blood were upon 
her dress, and her face was bleeding from a 
cut by a piece of glass which had struck her. 
But she showed no signs of fear. Proud 
and stately, she came to the front of the 
box, holding her husband by the hand, and 
bowing repeatedly to the crowd, who were 
cheering vociferously and greeting them 
with enthusiastic cries which rent the air. 

This was the celebrated plot of the Baron 
Orsini; a bomb thrown at the Imperial 
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12 ON THE BANKS OF THE SEINE 

carriage as it drove up had victimised nearly 
two hundred innocent people who were 
either wounded or killed. Luckily it failed : 
the Emperor was unhurt. Many were the 
false reports which were circulated after this 
attempt, to the efiEect that the Emperor was 
thoroughly unnerved by it ; that he wore a 
coat of mail under his clothes, fearing and 
dreading the assassin's knife ; and that he 
had bought up all the houses facing the 
Tuileries for fear conspirators would hide 
there and throw their bombs on him from 
the houses. People remarked that he looked 
paler and more thoughtful as he drove 
through the streets of his capital : he knew 
that he carried his life in his hand, and that 
he was dogged, watched, and followed by 
that small but ruthless band of conspira- 
tors. 

I can well remember the visit to Paris, 
a few years after this, of the Empress 
Charlotte,^ the wife of the ill-fated Emperor 
Maximilian. She had come all the way 
from Mexico in order to plead her husband's 
^ Daughter of Leopold I. of Belgium. 
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cause, and implore the Emperor of the 
French to leave his army in Mexico and 
thus help to keep down and crush the 
revolutionary spirit there. 

Long and piteously did she beg and 
implore the Emperor to cancel the order for 
the recall of the French troops, which order 
she knew only too well would be the ruin 
of her gallant husband. Her entreaties were 
useless; she could not move the stem 
Emperor, he had made up his mind, nothing 
could change his purpose. In an evil hour 
for him he gave the order ; the French army 
left the country, and people say that nothing 
seemed to prosper with Louis Napoleon after 
this. France unanimously felt that she had 
deserted and betrayed the man she had 
sworn to help and protect. 

A friend of mine caught sight of the 
Empress Charlotte as she left the Imperial 
presence. White and trembling with ex- 
citement and emotion, she came forth full 
of one object — to go to Eome and try and 
persuade the Holy Father to use all his 
power to intercede for the husband whom 
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14 ON THE BANKS OF THE SEINE 

she SO loved, and whom she little thought 
she would never see again. 

Her entreaties were as useless in Borne 
as in Paris. She had played her last 
card, she had thrown her last throw, and 
she came out from the Papal interview a 
crushed and broken-hearted woman. During 
that long and wearying journey to Bome 
incessant restlessness, talking to herself, 
and other ominous signs of the dreadful 
malady which was creeping over her showed 
themselves. That night her mind gave 
way. The brilliant and proud Empress, 
the devoted wife, became and remained 
during the rest of her life a hopeless lunatic 
— ^happily perhaps for her. I am told that 
she never knew the fate of her gallant hero 
husband, who died a soldier's death in 
Mexico, outside the walls of his own city, 
shot^ by the rebels. 

A thrill of horror ran through Paris 
when the fatal news arrived that the 
Emperor Maximilian was shot. The Em- 
press Charlotte, his widow, bereft of reason, 

» July 19 1867. 
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lived out her sad life in her own country, 
Belgium. Paris never really forgave Louis 
Napoleon for this blot on France's escut- 
cheon, this indelible stain on her honour. 
As he drove through the streets of his 
brilUant capital, moody, morose, and silent, 
the very street arabs shouted at him as he 
passed, ^ Maximilian I Maximihan ! ' 

Everything then began to go wrong with 
him. People told strange stories of how he 
was haunted by the spirit of the Mexican 
Emperor. The illness, which eventually 
kiUed him, gained ground; he knew that 
Paris, which once hailed him as Emperor, 
no longer cared for him, and could not 
forgive him his broken promise to protect 
and defend MaximiUan, Emperor of Mexico. 

But this did not disturb his peace of 
mind. So long as all was well with his son, 
he did not care; his whole heart was 
wrapped up in the little Prince. When 
some childish illness with high fever at- 
tacked the boy, physicians were called in 
and England sent her greatest surgeon; 
long and anxious was the consultation. 
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16 ON THE BANKS OF THE SEINE 

The Emperor's faithful friend and 
follower. Dr. Gonneau, sat up alone with 
the Emperor that night watching by the 
sick child. He told my father afterwards 
how, after a long silence, the Emperor, turn- 
ing to him, said : * We all weary Heaven 
with our prayers when our children are ill. 
I pray for a soldier's death for my boy; 
better than the assassin's knife, better than 
the bed of sickness.' 

That prayer was granted. The brave 
boy died a soldier's death on the plains of 
Zululand, leaving a name behind him which 
added lustre and glory to that strange 
Buonaparte dynasty. 

His father died on a bed of sickness in a 
foreign land. They both rest in foreign 
graves ; but some day, perhaps, France will 
receive their ashes back to rest on the 
banks of the Seine, amongst the people they 
so loved. 
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CHAPTEE n 

MEMOBIES OF THE FIBST EMFIBE 

One of my father's greatest friends was the 
Due de Momy, He held various high posts 
in the Imperial Government and was finally 
made President of the Corps L6gislatif ; he 
was half-brother to the Emperor, his mother 
being Queen Hortense, and his father was 
supposed to be Count Flahault. I read the 
other day that the brothers had never met 
till the famous coup d'Stat of 1861, from 
which time a warm friendship sprang up 
between them. He is said to have been 
one of the most handsome men of the day 
(in that respect very different from his 
brother the Emperor), and was a thorough 
man of the world. He adopted English dress 
and manners, and was always well dressed. 
He was a great loss to the Emperor when he 
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18 ON THE BANKS OF THE SEINE 

died)^ as his advice was always sound, good, 
and honest. He had strong liberal views, 
especially on the subject of parliamentary 
government and reform, and there is no 
doubt that if his life had been spared he 
never would have allowed the Emperor to 
embark in that fatal war with Germany 
which brought about the ruin of the French 
nation and the Imperial dynasty. 

Momy had the Imperial yacht ^Aigle' 
lent him one summer, and my father was 
one of the invited guests. They were a 
party of six and must have had a delightful 
cruise, meeting the yacht at Marseilles, 
whence they went to Corsica. He was 
much interested in everything relating 
to his brother's family and race, though 
frankly owning that there was very little 
enthusiasm about the Buonaparte dynasty 
in Corsica; for the Corsican in his heart 
has never forgiven the first Napoleon for 
trying to ignore his Corsican blood, and 
calling himself a Frenchman. Many were 
the stories the islanders related about the 

He died in 1866. 
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MEMORIES OF THE FIRST EMPIRE 19 

strange and marvellous beauty of Napoleon I. 
as a child, a beauty which they all declared 
he carried on to his grave. Many of them 
asserted that the present Emperor had no 
trace of Buonaparte likeness in his features, 
and could not understand his popularity in 
France, for he was then at the zenith of his 
power and glory. He had once visited 
Corsica, but had been in one of his cold, 
taciturn moods, and had left the' impression 
behind him of being one of the dullest and 
most silent of men, so different £rom his 
mother. Queen Hortense, who had once 
visited that island. It was strange to see 
how Momy, roud and profligate as he was, 
had, like all her children, the greatest 
veneration and idolatry for his mother. I 
have heard it stated that the first time the 
two brothers met they did nothing but talk 
of the dead mother. Wonderful powers of 
fascination this strange woman must have 
had ! Her step-father, the first Napoleon, 
fell madly in love with her as a girl, and 
she had far more influence over him than 
her gifted and beautiful mother, the Em- 

02 
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20 ON THE BANKS OF THE SEINE 

press Josephine. But even her powers of 
fascination failed when she pleaded so long 
and so hard with the Emperor, imploring 
him not to divorce her mother. Her 
prayers and entreaties were useless, and 
with a wonderful power of prophecy, which 
has always been attributed to her, on leaving 
the room after fruitlessly begging for mercy 
on her mother, the overstrung daughter 
said: *Tou may divorce my mother, 
separate iroia her, but to the last hour of 
your life no woman will ever surpass her 
in your affections.' * Strange to say, her 
prophecy came true,' Momy added, * for on 
his deathbed her image was ever before 
him, and though historians say his last 
words were " T6te d'arm6e," I was told by an 
eye-witness that his last faint whisper was 
"Josephine.'^' 

Momy would talk of his mother by the 
hour, though I imagine that as a child he 
saw very httle of her. It is painful to think 
that such a loving mother should have had 
so many stories circulated about her and 
her numerous lovers. 
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MEMORIES OF THE FIRST EMPIRE 21 

Of all her children the one she most 
passionately loved was Louis Napoleon, and 
when she was dying her one prayer was to 
see the son whom she loved with such 
idolatry return in time to close her eyes — 
the son for whom she entertained such 
ambitious hopes, and whose portrait was 
always by her bedside. * Had she been bom 
bi royal blood,' Momy added, *she would 
have had a high position among the female 
sovereigns of Europe.' But she had no 
royal blood in her veins — no right to be 
enrolled in the * Almanach de Gotha.' 

My father always said that this was a 
most delightful cruise. After leaving Corsica 
they visited several Italian cities, stopping 
for several days at Eome, where the Holy 
Father, hearing of the Due de Momy's visit 
to the Eternal City, granted hitn an audience. 
Momy came back full of reverence for the 
Pope. They had had a long talk together 
about Paris and the Imperial Court. I 
think that the Pope must have expressed a 
wish that the Due should mend his ways, 
for he seemed a dif erent man after this 
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22 ON THE BANKS OF THE SEINE 

interview. But, alas I the impression soon 
wore off. An extraordinary friendship seems 
to have sprung up between my father and 
the Duo, whom he visited during his last 
illness, which to him must have been a 
martyrdom, as he was never happy unless 
indulging in all the gaieties of that dissolute 
capital. 

Wherever the Duo went he was received 
with dehght; no dinner, no reception was 
considered perfect if the Due was not there ; 
his handsome face was seen everywhere. 
At last the truth had to be told him, that 
unless he gave up his present mode of hfe, 
nothing could save him, that he must die. 
^A short hfe and a merry one,' was his 
reckless reply, as he dressed and went out 
as usual. For a short time all seemed to 
prosper with him, and he laughed to scorn 
the warnings of his physicians, turning as 
usual night into day, till a sudden attack of 
illness came on, and in a few hours the 
briUiant Momy, the idol of Parisian society, 
passed away — so quickly that Paris scarcely 
behoved he was ill, until she heard he was 
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dead. They say his death was an awful 
hlow to the Emperor. He was one of his 
truest friendS) one of his best advisers, 
thoroughly understanding constitutional 
government, holding, as I have said, liberal 
views, and doing all in his power to induce 
the Emperor to give up the despotism on 
which he was just then entering. Strange 
to say, his successor as President of the 
Corps L6gislatif was Count Walewski, one 
of the natural sons of the first Napoleon, 
who had not the consimmiate tact of their 
late President and did not know how to tame 
unruly members, but only irritated them, 
and made them still more restless and 
angry. 

The Due told many interesting stories 
about Queen Hortense and Josephine, some 
of which he heard from an old family servant 
who was nurse to Hortense and her brother, 
and was with them at the time of Josephine's 
divorce from Napoleon. 

Fate seemed to throw the Beauhamais 
and Buonaparte families together. General 
Buonaparte, as he was then, was almost as 
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poor arS the widow of Vicomte de Beau- 
hamais* The Vicomte was one of the 
Eepublican generals who was guillotined at 
the end of the last century* History says 
very little about him. He was one of the 
many victims of that bloodthirsty time. 

Passing one day down one of the many 
narrow streets of Paris, Buonaparte saw a 
sword at a pawnbroker's shop, and went in 
and bought it. It happened to be the 
Vicomte de Beauhamais' sword, and was 
recognised as such by his son, as he passed 
the General riding through the streets at 
the head of his squadron. After many 
attempts to get an introduction to the 
General he at last succeeded, and boldly 
asked to be allowed to buy his father's 
sword. Buonaparte was much struck by 
the boy's bright, earnest manner and gave 
him the sword, telling him always to keep 
it, and use it against the enemies of his 
country. 

* Mon G6n6ral, I will use it for France 
and for you,' was the boy's reply. Faith- 
fully did he keep his word, and was always 
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at Napoleon's side in the hour of danger and 
on the field of battle. An intimacy sprung 
up between Buonaparte and Josephine, and 
in 1796 Napoleon married the mother of the 
young Vicomte. Napoleon was then only 
27, Josephine many years older, and as she 
never bore him any children, he cruelly 
divorced ^ her and married again. How he 
induced the Pope to consent to this is a 
puzzle to all good Catholics ; for to marry 
again when your first wife is actually living 
is one of the most deadly sins of the Eoman 
faith. This act of the Pope is a blot on the 
page of Papal history, and one that the 
Boman Church can never get over. 

Such was the extraordinary influence and 
power of Napoleon that the Holy Father not 
merely gave him his consent, but sent his 
apostolic blessing on the second marriage,^ 
and one of the proud daughters of the 
Hapsburg line (who are always looked upon 
as the most devoted daughters of the 

^ The marriage was dissolved December 16, 1809. 
* On April 1, 1810, Napoleon married the Arohduohess 
Maria Louisa of Austria. 
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Boman Gharoh) gave her hand in marriage 
to the very man who thus put aside all the 
traditions and laws of the Holy Apostolio 
Boman Church. 

Josephine owed much to her daughter at 
this time.^ Her tenderness, devotion, and 
love to her mother were never greater than 
in this her hour of crushing agony. She, 
the proud, passionate, imperious woman, to 
be cast aside and, as her son Eugene 
coarsely expressed it, to be held up in the 
eyes of Europe as a woman worn out and 
useless 1 No wonder she passed hours of 
agony in her silent chamber. 

No one but the devoted daughter wit- 
nessed the abandonment of despair which 
at times laid hold upon her, and nearly 
crushed her. 

How vividly the Due de Momy de- 
scribed the last scene ! The dreadful dinner 
en farnille the night before, both mother 
and daughter knowing only too well the 
Emperor's intentions, though as yet he had 

^ Hortense had been married to Louis Buonaparte in 1802, 
bat eoon lived apart from him. 
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not breathed the subject to his wife, bat 
only hinted at it, telling her how necessary 
it was for him to establish his dynasty and 
have a son of his own! The Emperor 
scarcely ate anything, but drank freely; 
after diimer, getting up and taking Josephine 
by both his hands, he began in a trembling 
voice, * Mon Amie.' 

* Say no more,' said the wretched woman ; 
* I know all, I understand all,' and, stretch- 
ing out both her hands to her daughter, she 
fell forward in a deep swoon, which happily 
for her rendered her unconscious for hours. 
But such was her bravery and fortitude that 
next morning, after hearing the truth from 
Hortense (who that night had had a long 
and stormy interview with her step-father), 
Josephine dressed, and attended only by her 
two children, Eugene Beauhamais and 
Hortense, came slowly and proudly into the 
room where all the great Ministers of State 
were assembled, made a deep reverence to 
the Emperor, and sat for the last time on 
the chair of State as his consort. Calmly 
she wrote her signature on the official docu- 
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ment renouncing for ever her rights and 
privileges as wife and Empress ; then, once 
again bowing to her husband, who with 
folded arms watched her movements, and 
himself signed the fatal paper, she (waiting 
for her son and daughter to fulfil their parts 
in this dreary ceremony by putting their 
signatures as witnesses to their mother's de- 
gradation and downfall) slowly left the room 
and the palace for ever where she had so 
long reigned as Sovereign and wife, and 
retired to the Chfi,teau of Malmaison, which 
Napoleon settled on her for life. To the 
day of his death she took the warmest 
interest in all that concerned her late 
husband, as she always called him, and 
he often visited Josephine in her retreat, 
telling her all his plans, projects, and am- 
bitions. 

I think she must have been a perfectly 
unselfish woman at this, the end of her life, 
for all which interested him interested her. 
At the birth of his son, the King of Bome,^ 

' March 20, 1811. 
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she was one of the first to send congratula- 
tions, and asked to be allowed to send some 
of her own needlework for the Imperial 
layette. 

Hortense never left her mother till the 
exigencies of State forced her away. They 
shared the same room, and it was the loving 
daughter whose hand always prepared and 
brought the morning cup of cofiee to the 
mother's room. 

On one point Josephine was firm. In 
spite of the wishes of the Emperor she never 
saw Marie Louise, or went to the Court of 
the Tuileries. There was a report that the 
little King of Bome came once to see her. 
But the old servant always denied it, saying 
that though her mistress sent the child the 
most beautiful toys, she always declared 
she never would see him. Poor child! 
his was indeed a sad fate. He soon had to 
fly the country of his birth. After the 
battle of Waterloo he was taken to Vienna 
by his mother, who deserted her husband in 
his fall, taking no further interest in him 
and never seeing him again. The child, at 
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ond time the idol of France, had to spend 
his Ufe in Austria, where he became quite 
an Austrian, preferring to speak German 
rather than his own language. With no 
ambition, no talent, unloved and uncared 
for, he died young,^ leaving no name be- 
hind him, no lustre to add to the glories 
of his race — ^a just retribution for the 
cruel wrong his father perpetrated on his 
mother's predecessor, the Empress Jose- 
phine. 

It was curious how, in these days of 
separation and divorce from her second 
husband, Josephine's thoughts so often 
went back to her first husband, the Vicomte 
de Beauhamais. 

Josephine often spoke of her early days, 
after her first husband's death, when she 
cooked her dinner and washed her clothes, 
and was thankful to apprentice her son 
Eugene to a carpenter, as she had not 
enough money to keep him at home and 
feed him. The same faithful maid was still 
with her and never left her, often going to 

1 He died in 1832. 
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fetch Monsieur Engine home from the shop. 
Mademoiselle Hortense frequently accom- 
panied her, and was quite happy with the 
different apprentices at her feet-^uite 
ready even in those early days to flirt and 
make love. 

How many vicissitudes of life Hortense 
had seen I The happiest part of her life, she 
used to say, was as a street arab in Paris, 
though she was never really allowed to go 
about alone. In later life she hated the 
pomp and splendour of the Imperial Court ; 
at first she liked it. 

How true it is that no one can be so 
eloquent, so interesting, as the faithful old 
family servants when they talk of the 
early days of their children, as they affec- 
tionately call their masters and mistresses 
long after they have grown up 1 How well 
the old maid described the marriage of 
Hortense^ to Louis Napoleon's brother; 
the bride's despair; the bridegroom's apathy 

^ Hortense Beauhamais was married to Louis Buona- 
parte, Napoleon's third brothei", in 1802. He was made 
King of Holland in 1806. 
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and indifiEerence; how, when leaving her 
room to be married, the proud, wajrward 
girl, alternately sobbing and laughing, threw 
her arms round her faithful old nurse, 
saying, 'Adieu, MadSbaoiselle Hortense. 
Bonjour, Madame Buonaparte ! * 

Poor Hortense ! At her mother's earnest 
request and repeated prayers, she consented 
to be the wife of Louis — that ill-assorted 
marriage which ruined and spoilt her life. 
For such was his brutaUty, his insolence, 
his indifference to her, that she turned to 
others for love, and thus brought on 
herself all the gossip and scandal which 
have cast such a slur on her name, and have 
made questionable the legitimacy of her 
sons — a cruel blot to hand down to them as 
a birthright and inheritance. 

Josephine vainly hoped that this marriage 
would stave off her own divorce, and that 
her husband would be satisfied with the 
sons bom to Hortense and his brother, and 
no longer fret and worry to have sons of his 
own. So the daughter was sacrificed for 
the mother's ambition, and her life was 
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ruined to save the mother she so worshipped. 
If she had remained in her own rank of hfe 
and not been forced to become a Queen, 
Hortense's history would have been a very 
different one. 



i 
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CHAPTEB ni 

THE BEAUHABNAIS FAMTTiY 

I FOUND a long time ago, in an old journal of 
my father's written about 1837 (which has 
unfortunately been lost), some notes of 
interest about Josephine and Hortense 
amidst a lot of French gossip. He was a 
constant visitor at the house of my aunt, 
Lady T., who being French herself delighted 
to gather the distinguished French people 
of that time around her. 

Talleyrand was then French Ambassador, 
and he was so much interested in hearing 
all about the Beauhamais family and stories 
of the Conciergerie that he begged my father 
to give him all his difierent notes. This he 
refused to do, as he had not much opinion 
of the wily Frenchman, who, from being a 
devoted adherent of the Emperor and French 
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nation, changed his ideas when Napoleon was 
exiled to St. Helena. He thought it more 
prudent and politic to go over to the 
Bourbon side, knowing that the star of 
Napoleon had set. 

When Queen Hortense, during a visit to 
London, was at a large ball given at Almack's 
she sent word that she would Uke to speak 
to Prince Talleyrand. The Ambassador 
curtly declined, saying that he had never 
met her. Hortense, indignant at this, and 
recollecting the brilliant receptions of her 
step-father at which she and her mother, 
the Empress Josephine, reigned paramount, 
repUed, ' Tell him that the last time he had 
the honour of seeing me was at the birth of 
my son, when he was in attendance as one of 
the Ministers. He was the first to tell me 
I had borne a son and also the first to rush 
to the Tuileries with the news to the 
Emperor Napoleon.' Queen Hortense gave 
this message to my father, who went straight 
to Talleyrand and repeated it. The French- 
man was not a bit abashed ; he shrugged 
his shoulders, turned on his heel, and came 

d2 
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up to the exiled Queen and said to her, ^ The 
next time I saw you was at Fontainebleau, 
when Napoleon signed a paper renounc- 
ing all rights of sovereignty for his family. 
If you had said Madame Louis Buonaparte 
wishes to speak to the French Ambassador 
I should have waited on you/ It was a 
sharp passage of arms. The mortified 
Hortense left the rooms, and after that 
refused to go to any parties where she might 
come across the French Ambassador. On 
another occasion she went by appointment 
to the Papal Nuncio. She arrived early, 
having made a mistake in the time, and 
found in the drawing-room a lady whom she 
described to my father as a singularly plain 
and badly-dressed woman. Hortense herself 
was always beautifully dressed in the latest 
fashion. The lady signed to her to sit down. 
Hortense, indignant at being told to sit 
down (to the last she entertained the highest 
opinion of herself as ex-Queen), at first 
stood, then finally sat down. The two 
ladies seemed most antagonistic to each 
other, and silence ensued for some minutes. 
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Then the door opened, and, to Hortense's 
surprise and indignation, the badly-dressed 
lady went out before her, every one bowing 
to her as she passed on her way. Hortense, 
deeply offended, asked who she was, and 
was told she was the Duchesse de Berri, who 
had come to England in order to plead 
the cause of her son.^ Hortense had come 
for the same purpose, to plead for her son 
Prince Louis, afterwards Napoleon III. 
Vexed at her apparent rudeness to the 
Bourbon lady, Hortense the next day wrote 
her name in the Duchesse's visitors' book as 
a mark of respect. 

My father seemed to have become very 
intimate with the entourage of Hortense's 
household. He had just then returned from 
Paris, and Hortense plied him eagerly with 
questions about the feelings of the French 
nation, and if any Buonapartism was left in 
France. 

One evening she asked him to dine with 
her and accompany her to the opera. She 
did not go after all, as she was full of sad 

^ The Comte de Chambord. 
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memories, but she told him a great deal 
about the fatal Austrian campaign of 1814, 
when she placed aside her own personal 
feeling, went to the Tuileries, and implored 
the Empress Marie Louise to remain in 
Paris and put herself at the head of the 
army and fight if necessary for her husband 
and the baby King of Eome. The two 
women had never met before this interview. 
Hortense, with all the fire and energy of a 
French woman, did her utmost to rouse a 
little feehng of enthusiasm in the Empress. 
The Empress, cold and indifferent, continued 
the packing of some trifles which she was 
sorting into a box, evidently bent on flight 
and scarcely noticing the excited Hortense 
except to say, * What will your mother do ? ' 
*Join her husband,* indignantly replied 
Hortense, *if you desert him.' She de- 
scribed the cold smile that passed across the 
Empress's face, and from that moment 
Hortense declared that Marie Louise had 
not married her step-father for love, but for 
ambition. She was now tired of the life she 
had led and feared she might meet the same 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE BEAtJBARNAIS liAMILY 99 

fate as Marie Antoinette. She had there-* 
fore made up her mind to flight. 

Hortense turned on leaving the room, 
exclaiming, *Talk of the bravery of the 
Hapsburgs: you go while I, the daughter 
of a simple French officer, remain, and if 
necessary I will die at my post in defence of 
your husband and your son.' The Empress 
merely smiled, thanked Hortense for coming, 
and left the room. Ten minutes before 
leaving the palace she heard a carriage 
drive out ; on asking whose it was, she was 
told it was that of the Empress Marie 
Louise. 

She told the story so well, so graphically, 
that the whole scene seemed to pass before 
her listener. Those Beauhamais had won- 
derful courage. The younger generation 
of the family had entirely set aside the 
traditions of their predecessors, and would 
gladly have laid down their lives for the first 
Napoleon. He had always been good to 
them, and they returned his kindness with 
the most extraordinary loyalty and devotion. 
Hortense's own mother was not in danger. 
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as Napoleon's last thoughts had been for 
her, and she was safely escorted to Germany, 
where Hortense and her children joined her. 

The state of grief Josephine fell into at 
the exile of Napoleon to Elba was so 
terrible that again the faithful daughter 
devoted herself to her mother, of whom she 
often spoke with deep aflfection. It was 
with the greatest difficulty that she pre- 
vented Josephine from going to Elba to join 
her husband, as she still persisted in calling 
Napoleon. ^ Cette femme,' as she usually 
called Marie Louise, had so to say deserted 
him, and she, Josephine, was in the eyes of 
Heaven his lawful wife. Once indeed she 
actually started on the journey, having taken 
advantage of a slight illness of Hortense. 

Poor thing I she thought that she had 
outwitted the daughter, and had laid her 
plans so carefully, bribing her attendants to 
order relays of horses. But the daughter 
suspected something was wrong, as she no 
longer heard the incessant wailing of her 
mother, and she went to her rooms and 
found they were empty. 
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Eegardless of her own state of health, 
she hastily threw a dressing-gown over her 
nightdress and, ordering a carriage, reached 
Josephine on the second stage of the 
journey, when she almost had to resort 
to force to induce her mother to return. 

Hortense had faithfully promised the 
Austrian Emperor that Josephine should 
not go to Elba; she said, ^I could not 
break my word, a Beauhamais is the soul 
of honour.' She used that argument to 
Josephine, telling her that the broken 
parole would react on both her children, for 
Eugene had also joined his mother. 

Josephine reluctantly consented to 
return with her; luckily for her, as they 
passed a squadron of cavalry hastily sent 
out to arrest and bring back the fugitive. 
So the miserable woman returned to her 
hated home, to her incessant weeping and 
moaning for the husband, who she knew 
was eating his heart out in captivity, 
planning and plotting his escape and 
watching for any opportunity to effect it. 

It was indeed a hfe of excitement for 
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these two women. No wonder Hortense 
looked old and faded. Every day seemed 
endless to them, and their courage and 
devotion never failed them ; true and brave 
to the last they remained. 

Permission was given to Josephine to 
return home. Hortense described the 
journey, how the crushed and broken-hearted 
woman once more entered the home she so 
loved, the Chftteau de Malmaison. Every 
hole and comer reminded her of the man 
who had so cruelly deserted her, and who 
in his turn had been deserted by his second 
wife. She was so exhausted and so feeble 
that she had to be lifted from the carriage 
to her room; but home and all its sur- 
roundings roused her for a time. 

The Emperor of Eussia, Alexander, often 
visited her, and to him she confided her one 
wish — her longing to see the old home 
again, the Tuileries, where she had spent so 
many happy days. He tried to dissuade 
her from it, telling her that the Allied 
Sovereigns were there, and it would be most 
painful, most distressing for her to re-visit 
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the scene of her former grandeur and 
splendour. But the crazy woman still 
insisted. The Emperor, thinking that it 
would be less painful for her to drive and 
enter the palace under his protection, sent 
his own carriage to escort her. Feverishly 
she dressed, declaring that she was well 
and strong enough to go. Looking at 
herself in the glass, she smiled a ghastly 
smile, and turning to her daughter said, 
'Death has iset his mark on me: my 
husband will soon be a widower and can 
marry again.' Hortense herself told this 
to my father, and this speech of Josephine's, 
I believe, has never before been recorded. 
Curiously significant it was. It showed 
how the iron had entered her soul, and that 
now, dying as she felt and knew herself to 
be, she ignored Marie Louise and looked 
upon herself as the true and rightful wife of 
the great Napoleon. But it was no use. 
She only got as far as the door of her room ; 
then one of those long and distressing 
nervous seizures came on which always 
left her weaker and nearer the end. She 
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lost interest in everything except that which 
concerned Napoleon. To the last she had 
the firmest belief in his star, and said that 
he would return like the violets in the 
spring, but that she would not Uve to see 
it. Hortense spoke with deep gratitude of 
the kindness of the Emperor Alexander, who 
was unceasing in his attention to her dying 
mother. The neglected, insulted wife was 
more respected and cared for in these her 
days of misfortune and sorrow than she had 
ever been in the brightest time of her 
prosperity. 

A strange life hers had been, and a sad 
ending, for she literally died of a broken 
heart — ^not for herself, but for the man who 
had so degraded and insulted her. She 
seemed to care more for him in his downfall 
than she ever did when she reigned supreme 
in Paris. She knew then that Napoleon 
did not really care for her, that he never 
forgave her for not bearing him a son. 
But, when all was over and he was deserted 
by his other wife, all the old tenderness for 
her returned and he would bitterly reproach 
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himself for having divorced her. * All my 
luck went with her,' he said ; * the star of 
Napoleon will set;' for, though the long- 
wished-for son was bom to him, though he 
was one of the proudest Sovereigns in 
Europe and half the thrones of Europe were 
reigned over by his family, her image always 
haunted him, and the first thing he did 
upon arriving at Elba was to write to her. 
He never wrote to Marie Louise again, 
ignoring her and never forgiving her for 
not offering to share his exile in Elba. 

Josephine passed quietly away,^ as 
Hortense expressed it, thoroughly worn out 
in mind and body. She had nothing to live 
for, nothing to care for ; calmly and quietly 
she said to Hortense, who was sobbing by 
her side, ^ Adieu, adieu,' as if she were 
merely going on a long journey; like a 
child she fell asleep, holding tight in her 
hand a miniature of Napoleon representing 
him dressed in the uniform of a general of 
artillery, the position which he held when 
she first knew him. 

^ She died at Malmaison May 29, 1814. 
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The Monk of Jaffa, who cursed Napoleon 
when he refused his earnest petition that 
the sick should not be poisoned, was 
supposed to appear on the death of any 
member of the family* One of the ladies 
in attendance on Hortense declared to my 
father that she distinctly saw the figure of 
a monk pass down the long passage and 
enter the room where the daughter was 
sitting with her dying mother. The lady 
was so positive that she saw him that she 
asked Hortense who it was, and why she 
wanted the prayers of the priests, as 
Josephine's own director had just left. 
Hortense replied that no one had been, and 
the lady thought it advisable to say no more 
on the subject, as Hortense was then in such 
a sad nervous condition. 

Josephine was buried at Malmaison. 
She loved the place and had often expressed 
a wish (as she never would be allowed to be 
buried near her husband) that she should 
be taken to Malmaison if she died away from 
home. 

I have often wondered why the late 
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Emperor Napoleon III. did not remove his 
grandmother's bones to the Invalides, for 
she was such a true and devoted wife in 
her latter years to Napoleon, and it is well 
known how ardently she had longed to join 
him at Elba; often saying that he would 
die of a broken heart at Elba if he did not 
escape, that if she joined him there it would 
be as his wife, and if they died there they 
would be buried in the same grave. 
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CHAPTEB IV 

HOBTENSE, QUEEN OF HOLLAND 

Upon the sudden return of her step-father 
from Elba, all Hortense's mourning and 
retirement had to be put aside. True to 
her promise to her dying parent, she at 
once fled from Malmaison and went to the 
house of her faithful old nurse, not wishing 
in her present deep mourning to go to the 
Tuileries or see her step-father, who then 
seemed to be regaining all his old popularity. 
She often went disguised to Paris and 
watched the Emperor as he drove through 
the streets or reviewed his troops. Paris 
was full of alarm ; no one dared say what 
he really thought ; all seemed to be waiting 
for the bursting of the cloud which was 
hanging over the doomed race of Buona- 
parte ; everyone felt that ruin was approach- 
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ing, thi^ Napoleon's star was set, and that 
in a little time he would again have to fly. 

Daring the Hundred Days Hortense kept 
to herself with her children. By her maid's 
account she must have been very poor at 
this period of her life, even being in want of 
money to buy her daily bread, and too proud 
to write to the Emperor for pecuniary 
assistance. ' We were always happier when 
poor,' the maid naively said ; ^ riches to us 
(as if she were one of them) meant Courts 
to which we were not bom.' 

Then came Waterloo ajid Napoleon's 
flight. 

All the old love for her step-father 
returned on hearing of his second downfall. 
Her mother's words, * I must go to Elba,' 
seemed to ring in her ears. Acting up to 
what she considered would be her mother's 
wish, Hortense went at once to the palace 
and entered the Emperor's presence. She 
took with her her little son Louis, to whom 
Napoleon was particularly attached. Coldly 
and silently he received them: for some 
minutes not a word was said, and he seemed 
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to be struggling with emotion; then in ** 
husky tones he turned to her and said, ^ I 
am going to Mahnaison/ It was a fearful 
night, rain falling in torrents. Together 
they went out ; no one questioned them ; 
no one seemed to care. A carriage was 
hastily ordered ; in silence they drove to the 
deserted ch&teau, and on arriving there the 
Emperor went straight up-stairs. Bursting 
into tears, he implored Hortense to tell him 
all about her mother's last moments, speak* 
ing of Josephine as * mafemme.^ The maid 
who accompanied them said he was like a 
spoiled child whose toys had been broken or 
taken away from him; at one moment 
roUing on the floor in a kind of paroxysm of 
grief, at another lying on the bed and 
covering it with kisses ; he seemed to put 
no restraint on his grief. The two women 
stood by in a comer of the room, and 
Hortense, trembling and holding tight the 
maid's hand, repeated the death scene of 
her mother to the man who was literally 
answerable for it, being constantly inter- 
rupted by Napoleon, who passionately called 
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Josephine by her name, and implored her 
forgiveness for all the wrong which he had 
done her. The old nurse, who was a fervent 
Catholic, said, * Don't weep for her ; pray for 
the repose of her soul, that in Paradise she 
may have the rest which was denied her on 
earth.' ^ Say that to women and children,' 
he roughly answered ; ^ we Buonapartes are 
not monks and confessors.' 

It was curious that he dropped the title 
of Emperor, of which he had been so vain, 
and spoke of himself by his surname. 

He refused to go to Josephine's tomb, 
and they returned to Paris. He did not 
utter one word all through the long drive 
home, where, on arriving, he folded Hortense 
in his arms and went to his room. Not all 
the exigencies of state or persistent and 
urgent demands of his ministers or generals 
to give them audience induced him to open 
his door till early next morning, when at 
five o'clock Ney forced an entrance. 

Once again Hortense saw the man for 
whom she held strangely mingled feelings. 

No one felt so for him or wept so for him 

e2 
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as Hortense, and on wishing him farewell 
she (as she expressed it to her faithful 
attendant) ^ kissed him on the forehead as 
she would have kissed the face of the dead.' 
She felt that she would never see him 
again, and nothing could exceed her grief 
when she heard he was exiled to St. Helena, 
whither she offered to go with him. Although 
he was never out of her thoughts, Hortense 
had not the enthusiasm for and devotion to 
him which her brother Eug6ne had. She 
often said, * Eug6ne cannot understand my 
feeUngs towards our step-father. He wor- 
ships him — as a soldier; I love and pity 
him as only a woman can.' 

In 1834 my father and mother went to 
Eome for the winter with Lord and Lady 
Malmesbury. My mother was a relation of 
the latter. Neither lady was strong; my 
mother felt the effects of a Hanoverian winter 
and Lady Malmesbury was delicate, so they 
decided to winter in Eome together and 
take an apartment between them. 

Hortense had also come to Eome for the 
winter with her son Prince Louis. My 
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father wrote his name down in the visitors' 
book and that night received an invitation 
asking . him and my mother to dine. He 
had not previously met Prince Louis, who 
gave him the impression of being extra- 
ordinarily dull ; he scarcely spoke, and went 
away almost directly after dinner, looking, 
as my father expressed it, ^ bored with his 
mother's guests.' Hortense was most kind 
and gracious. It was a small party, but my 
father was delighted to find his old friend 
Madame de F. was amongst the guests. 
They talked together long and late into the 
night, Hortense being much interested in 
hearing about English politics and my 
father's new life in Hanover ; she was also 
wonderfully kind to my mother. On hearing 
that the Malmesburys were sharing the 
apartment with my parents she at once 
expressed a wish to know them, more espe- 
cially as Lady Malmesbury's mother was a 
Frenchwoman. My mother thought it right 
to tell her that Lady Malmesbury's mother 
belonged to the Faubourg St. Germain, 
which faction had never recognised the 
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Buonaparte dynasty ; it was a bold remark 
to make, and Hortense flushed deeply, but 
replied, ^ In Bome we do as the Bomans do ; 
in the Eternal City we are all cosmopolitan.' 

The next day Lord and Lady Malmes- 
bury wrote their names in her book. Then 
Lord Malmesbury, also for the first time, 
saw Prince Louis, and, as he often told me, 
did not at the time (though his opinion 
altered later on) think he was the man to 
restore the fallen dynasty of Napoleon. 
Hortense had a firm belief in her son's 
future, and said that some day he would be 
a greater man than his uncle. The two 
men often made excursions with the Prince, 
and that was the beginning of a friendship 
with Lord Malmesbury which lasted all 
through Prince Napoleon's life. 

My father had to return suddenly to 
Hanover, being smnmoned by a furious letter 
from the King. As usual, he had left with- 
out going through the form of asking for 
leave. As the Hanoverians expressed it, 
^ None but an Englishman would do that/ 
So he returned, and my mother remained 
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behind in Eome under the protection of her 
relations. She and Hortense were deeply 
attached to each other, and my mother 
loved to hear her talk of the old days of the 
first Napoleon, of whom Hortense gave her 
several relics. I gather, from all she told 
my mother, that Napoleon at one time was 
madly in love with his beautiful step- 
daughter ; but even Hortense, unscrupulous 
as she was, would not be so disloyal to her 
mother as to allow the Emperor to pay her 
any more attention than he would to any 
other lady of his Court, and though some 
of his friends suggested that he should 
divorce the mother and marry the daughter, 
even he shrank from such an act. He was 
always kind to Marie Louise, but, as Hortense 
said, ' he never really cared for her ; it suited 
and pleased his ambition to marry a daughter 
of the Hapsburgs.' 

Hortense was much interested in every- 
thing respecting our young Princess Victoria, 
and could not understand my father and 
mother leaving their native country and 
choosing to live abroad. Though she had 
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a dislike for England, I think she hated 
Germany more, probably on account of her 
step-father having married an Austrian 
princess. My mother would frequently say 
to her that Marie Louise was not a German, 
but an Austrian ; but it was no use arguing 
with her; she kept her hatred of all that 
was German to the last. 

In spite of all she went through, Hortense 
seems to have kept her good looks. The 
only thing she cared for in the world was 
her son, and for his sake she had the most 
passionate love for France. Often she would 
speak of the happy days she spent there as 
a child, before her mother had made the 
mistake of marrying General Buonaparte. 
^ At that time,' she said, ^ we had no ambi- 
tion except to give my mother a good dinner.' 
Often she went without shoes or stockings ; 
yet, revolutionary as Paris then was, the 
fellow-apprentices of Eugene used to recog- 
nise Hortense as being of higher rank than 
themselves, and, as she said, ^ I was treated 
with more respect as Mademoiselle de Beau- 
hamais than I ever was as Queen Hortense. 
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Europe looked upon me as an adventuress, 
as a parvetme — ^Paris, revolutionary Paris, 
knew who I was, and respected me accord- 
ingly/ 

She often spoke of the old river, the 
Seine, and how, after work was ended, 
she and her brother would go to the dear 
old river with some friends, hire a small 
boat, and paddle up and down, the appren- 
tices fighting and squabbling as to who 
should have the honour of rowing Made- 
moiselle Hortense ; how they all met at one 
particular spot, and what happy hours they 
spent while sitting on the banks of the 
Seine. *I was a Queen then,' she cried; 
* my slightest wish was law ; they all wor- 
shipped me, far more than I ever was 
worshipped when I was Queen of Holland.' 
She knew all the boatmen's songs on the 
river, and had even learnt all their dances. 

My mother, who had never heard of the 
manners and customs of the French lower 
orders, was much interested in hearing all 
this. 

I don't think it is generally known that 
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the national air, ^ Partant pour la Syrie/ was 
discovered by Hortense on the banks of the 
Seine. Her son, Prince Louis, often had it 
sung to him by her as a lullaby when 
he was a child, and said that when he 
became Emperor that song should be the 
national song of France. 

Louis Philippe, who at the time of my 
parents' visit to Bome was King of France, 
had recalled the edict of banishment against 
Hortense, and allowed her to return to 
France and live again at Malmaison ; but, 
as the French Ministry refused to allow her 
son to accompany her, she proudly declined 
to avail herself of the permission. At one 
time she declared she would put aside all 
her hatred for Germany and come to 
Hanover, where she would like to take a 
house ; but she was so fond of her present 
house, and had surrounded it with so many 
recollections of her early life, and had made 
it so beautiful outside and inside that she 
did not carry out her intentions, but re- 
mained in her Chateau of Arenberg. 

Upon my mother's return to Hanover 
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she and Hortense lost touch of each other, 
as Hortense never seems to have corre- 
sponded with any one. Some time after- 
wards my mother was touring in the north 
of Italy with my father's sister, who had 
married an Italian. They stopped at a 
small town and heard that Hortense was in 
the same hotel incognito, and that she was 
in the most utter state of grief and prostra- 
tion, having just received news of the death 
of her eldest son Napoleon (Prince Louis' 
brother). Her attendants .could do nothing 
with her; she was almost beside herself 
with grief. My mother, who could not stop 
longer than one night, did her best to soothe 
and comfort the heart-broken parent, who 
had the most passionate love for her chil- 
dren, but it was impossible. She longed 
feverishly for the arrival of Prince Louis, 
who was hourly expected, and on whom all 
her thoughts were centred. She gratefully 
thanked my mother for coming to her, but 
said, ^No one can help me; no one can 
bring back the dead.' It was pitiful to 
have to leave her ; but when Prince Louis 
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axrived my mother was not. wanted. As it 
was difficult — nay, almost impossible — ^to get 
away from the place, my mother and aunt 
engaged his travelling carriage that night, 
and thus they left the miserable Queen. 
They subsequently heard that Prince Louis, 
on arriving at his mother's, had contracted 
his brother's illness and that he also was 
dead ; but, happily for the poor mother, the 
report was false. Though dangerously ill, he 
recovered, and, as soon as he was convales- 
cent, conducted his broken-hearted mother 
back to Arenberg, where she lived quietly 
till her sudden illness and death in 1837. 

For twenty years Hortense had been 
exiled from France, the country which she 
so passionately loved, and where all the 
happiest years of her life were spent, for she 
hated and loathed her life in Holland. If 
she had married a kinder and better man 
she would have had a happier fate. She 
was a perfect daughter and mother and a 
true and loyal friend. The end was (as she 
always expressed a wish it should be) rapid ; 
she had a horror of dying by inches and 
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looking, as she said, * old and ugly.' She 
was buried at Mahnaison. 

My mother, on hearing of her death — ^in 
those days news travelled slowly — ^unme- 
diately left for France, hoping to arrive in 
time for the last sad rites, but she was too 
late. Hortense was laid to rest by the side 
of her mother, the Empress Josephine. The 
house was deserted ; no one was there but 
the faithful old nurse, who was still aKve 
(she died that year), and who related to my 
mother all about Hortense's last moments, 
how she said she could not, would not die 
till she had once more looked on the face of 
her beloved son Louis. He was travelling, 
and with great difficulty was traced, but 
arrived in time to receive his mother's last 
blessing. 

The family believed in the legend of the 
monk's curse, and her brother Eug6ne had 
seen the figure on the night of their 
mother's death, thus corroborating Made- 
moiselle D.'s story, who told my mother that 
at Hortense's death Prince Louis said, * Tell 
that monk I have no time to listen to him, 
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I must go to my mother/ No one else saw 
the monk but the Prince as he left his 
carriage when summoned to his mother's 
deathbed. 

It is curious that the remains of these 
Buonapartes are laid to rest near the banks 
of the Seine. Hortense's father, the 
Yicomte de Beauhamais, perished on the 
scaffold, and no one knows where his grave 
is. Her step-father, the mighty Emperor, 
was buried at St. Helena, but in course of 
time his body was brought back to France. 
Her son Louis, and his son, the Prince 
Louis, rest in England. But of all, rich 
and poor, who sleep their last sleep there, 
there was no one so passionately fond of 
France as Hortense, Queen of Holland. 
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CHAPTER V 

THE GONCIEBGEBIE 

Onb of the ladies of the Beaohamais family 
was thrown into prison at the time of the 
Bevolution. She was aunt to the Yicomte 
Beaohamais and was with him in the prison 
a week before his execution; she often 
described all the terrible scenes she wit- 
nessed there to a faithful old servant, who re- 
peated them again to my father. Madame de 
Beauhamais drew one of the fatal numbers, 
and was to be guillotined on the same day 
as her nephew ; but that night she told the 
wife of one of her jailors that in three 
months' time she expected to be a mother. 
The next morning she heard that her life 
was to be spared until after the baby's 
birth. Happily for her, Robespierre died, 
and in the temporary cessation of horrors 
which followed his death she escaped. 
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During her imprisonment one of her 
neighbours and greatest friends was brought 
into the Conoiergerie. To her horror she 
saw that the poor woman was quite mad. 
On her road to prison she had seen her 
mother, husband, and four children all 
murdered before her eyes by the mob ; she 
came in recognising no one, though, alas I 
many of her friends were there, and could 
remember nothing of the horrors that bereft 
her of reason. 

They did not execute her at once, but 
kept her to amuse the aristocrats, as they 
called the miserable prisoners. Madame de 
Beauhamais did her best to restore the 
shattered reason, but all her attempts were 
useless. Though the unhappy woman's 
ravings and meanings ceased, she became 
silent and morose, and it was decided that 
she should die the next day. That night, 
however, an old priest, who had been thrust 
in, knowing her end was near, asked all 
those who were doomed to die to join in 
prayers with him on this her last night. 
They aJl confessed to him, and in a faltering 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE CONCIEBGERIE 66 

voice he gave them absolution. The old 
words of comfort and peace fell on her ears ; 
at first a faint murmur was heard, and then 
to their astonishment she sang the old 
familiar hymns which they all knew so well. 
Never before had such a night been spent 
under that roof. As hynm after hymn was 
led by her, the voices rose and fell. Then, 
as if the spirit of prophecy had come on 
her, she prophesied that France, the country 
they had all so loved, would suffer terribly 
and atone bitterly for the sins which she 
was now committing. A solemn hush fell 
on them all, when to each of her dead she 
called, promising to be soon with them: 
seven different times she knelt, asking for 
their blessing. 

The jailors entered, laughing and 
mocking at her. She did not see them, but 
followed them out as if in a dream, calling 
her two younger boys by name, as they had 
been the last to be murdered before her 
eyes ; then, holding out her hands as if her 
children's hands were clasping hers, she 
walked straight on, happy and contented. 
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all her earthly trials over, led by the spirits 
of her dead ohildren, and met at the thres- 
hold of death by the remainder of her dear 
ones, who came to her in her hour of trial, 
now her hour of release. A holy calm fell 
on those who were left. They too had to 
take their part in that day's tragedy, for 
riine of them had drawn the fatal number. 
Eeverently, solemnly, silently they followed 
the white figure of their poor suffering 
sister. 

Another dear old man came in the next 
night, whom Madame de Beauhamais re- 
cognised as one of her neighbours. He 
was pushed roughly in. His silver hair wa« 
bespattered with blood, as they had made 
him stand for hours under the guillotine, 
where they told him he should be baptized 
with blood. Old and weak as he was, the 
horror of it did not seem to affect him. 
He was so courteous and well-bred that for 
a long time he refused to sit down in the 
presence of ladies, according to the old 
custom of French society at that time. 
Fancying that he was in the country again, 
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he babbled on about green fields, running 
waters, and singing birds till the hour of his 
release came and he was led out to die. 
Before he left the room, one of the brutal 
jailors put the bonnet rouge on him, 
telling him that it was so becoming to his 
white hair. Sternly he put it down without 
saying a word, then turned round and, 
facing them all, lifted up his hand as if 
Hstening. It was not the wild shrieks of 
the mob outside panting and crying for 
more aristocratic blood which arrested his 
attention, but from outside the prison 
window came the voice, distinct and slow, 
of his own village priest, who, faithful to his 
promise, had come all the way from the 
country to give him absolution on his way 
to the scaffold. The priest's voice, clear 
and strong, which always led the choir in 
his own cathedral town in Normandy, rose 
above the noise and tumult of the mob, who 
were struck dumb as they heard him singing 
the last offices of the dead, and giving 4)he 
prisoner absolution. Feebly the brave old 
man fell on his knees, making the sign of 
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the cross. Eoughly and brutally they told 
him to get up, and, finding that he persisted 
in refusing to do so, they tried to pull him 
up; then they discovered that they were 
only pulling at the body of a little old man 
whose spirit had flown away at the last 
words of the absolution. In their rage and 
fury they guillotined the body of the dead 
man, and whilst the head was lifted up by 
the executioner and shown to the howling 
mob a smile was seen hovering on the 
placid features of the dead. 

Another touching story Madame de 
Beauhamais told of a lady who lived in the 
South of France, and who was taken prisoner 
at Lyons and sent to Paris for no other 
crime than that she had refused to tell the 
Mayor of Lyons where she had placed her 
little girl. She did not care for herself; 
life had lost all its charms for her; her 
home had been pillaged, and she was left 
a widow without any means of subsistence. 
When she entered the Conciergerie after 
her long and wearisome journey she recog- 
nised Madame de Beauhamais; they had 
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been children, almost babies, together. Long 
during that night did they talk of the old 
happy time which they had passed together 
in the convent where they were educated, 
of the dear old nuns and the reverend 
mother, of the innocent amusements, simple 
tastes, and happy day-dreams. With a bright 
smile the lady said, * To-morrow I die, but 
the child is safe ; ' but, for some reason un- 
known to her, she was reprieved for yet 
another day, aud was ordered to stand in 
the corridor along which those who were 
condemned would pass before her on their 
way to the guillotine. To her horror she 
saw, amongst those who filed past, her own 
little child, with her hands tied behind her 
and her golden hair cropped close to her little 
head, her face swollen and bUstered with tears. 
Wildly struggling, the mother tried to get to 
her child, but was held back by two fierce 
women. The child strove equally hard to 
reach the mother, but was swept away out 
of sight. Like one frenzied she was thrust 
back into the common room, where all were 
horrified at her manner and the expression 
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of her face. With a bound like a panther she 
flew at the jailor, and, before any one realised 
what had happened, she had strangled him 
with her own hands. All night she lay 
shrieking out the name of the child, and no 
one could • sleep. The next morning she 
rose cahn and quiet, longing for the moment 
when she hoped her turn would come to go 
to the guillotine. 

But, too cruel to shorten her hours of 
misery, they sentenced her to Kve on till 
the EepubUc allowed her to die. At 
Eobespierre's death, she, like Madame de 
Beauhamais, was Uberated. But what was 
once a beautiful woman had changed into a 
hopeless, dangerous lunatic, whose one idea 
was murder. When brighter days returned 
to France, Madame de Beauhamais took 
her home, nursed and tended her till, ten 
years afterwards, death put an end to her 
sufferings. 

At last a little girl was bom to Madame 
de Beauhamais. Weak and feeble from 
imprisonment, she lay half unconscious till 
roused by the entrance of her jailors, who 
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brought in a large basin full of blood, into 
which they dipped the infant, going through 
a mock ceremony of baptism. Too ill to 
stop them, too weary to show her abhor- 
rence, the wretched woman turned her face 
to the wall, shuddering with horror at the 
sight of her infant returned to her stained 
with blood. The next morning she was 
startled and surprised by soft hands taking 
the infant from her, and by its return to her 
in half an hour, fresh and dressed and clean. 
The faithful servant who related all these 
stories to my father described how with 
loving hands and tender sympathy she 
washed and dressed Madame de Beauhamais, 
imploring her to make an effort to rouse 
herself, and assuring her that the tyrant 
was dead, that the prison doors were 
opened. 

Liberty at last for the weary and broken- 
hearted! 

They carried her out into the open air, 
doing all they could think of which would 
bring her back to life. She had entered the 
Conciergerie a young woman. She left it 
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old, crippled, bent nearly double, and with 
a strange, wild, hunted look in her eyes, as 
if she still saw terrible visions. She was 
taken back to the old home, where the 
children of her cousin, Eugene and Hortense, 
and their mother Josephine often visited her. 

The child she had borne in the Conoier- 
gerie grew up, but had no brightness, no 
childishness about her. It seemed as if the 
curse of the prison were on her. At twenty- 
three she died, a prematurely old woman, 
who always seemed to be haunted by strange 
and fearful dreams, and to be hearing and 
answering voices in the air. 

It must have been indeed a wonderful 
moment when the prison doors were thrown 
open. Nineteen prisoners had passed the 
night in sobs and tears, knowing that on 
the next morning they were to die. As the 
fatal hour drew on, one of the number, 
a haughty-looking man, the Marquis de 
Noailles, worthy descendant of a chivalrous 
race, said, 'I will go first and lead the 
way : let us show no fear. Noblesse oblige. 
Vive le Boi t * Footsteps could be heard out- 
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side, but instead of the fierce soldiers of 
the brutal National Guard the wife of the 
jailor appeared) and, throwing down the 
keys, in a shrill voice told them what had 
happened ; that the first head which had 
fallen on that morning from the guillotine, 
with every sign of the most abject terror and 
hideous cowardice, shrieking for mercy and 
for life at any price, was that of Eobespierre 
himself; that they were all free — free to go 
out in the blessed sunshine and fresh morn- 
ing air. 

A solemn silence fell on all that little 
company ; for a moment no one spoke ; they 
could not beUeve or reaUse what they heard. 
Only a short half-hour ago some were pre- 
paring for death, others were wishing them 
good-bye. Some of them were so weary, so 
worn out with suffering and with longing for 
home and friends, that they almost envied 
those whose turn it was to go out of that 
dreary loathsome place, the abode of dirt 
and foul disease which was thinning their 
numbers even more than the dreaded guillo- 
tine. Some of them had even offered to 
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change clothes with their friends, so that 
they might die in their place, teUing them 
that they were old and childless, with no one 
to love them and no one to care for. Though 
true that most of the inmates of those 
prison walls were descendants of the old 
nobility of France, who by their cruelty to 
the peasants had brought all this sorrow 
and suffering on themselves and on their 
children, yet their misdeeds were more than 
atoned for by all they had undergone. 

As soon as the prison doors were opened, 
the voice of a priest was heard singing the 
Te Devm; he was one of those many 
good and holy men who in disguise, and 
dressed as an ouvriery wandered about the 
streets, waiting for the carts with their load 
of victims. Unknown and unrecognised, 
they followed these carts sometimes even to 
the steps of the scaffold, silently making 
the sign of the cross as the victims slowly 
mounted the scaffold steps, risking their 
own lives to help the doomed ones on their 
last sad journey. 

As he entered the prison, some tried to 
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follow the beautiful chant ; but sobs choked 
their utterance. Strong, brave men wept 
like little children ; they had faced a terrible 
death manfully ; but when life suddenly and 
imexpectedly was offered them, their strong 
nerves gave way, and, strange to say, the 
men wept more than the women. Poor 
things ! the women had no more tears to 
shed; so many had fallen from them on 
the cold pitiless floor of the Conciergerie. 
Loving hands were stretched out from 
friends and relations who were outside to 
the long row of sufferers who had pined 
within those dreary walls, trying their ut- 
most, with a touch of their old pride, to bear 
up bravely. But what wrecks they were, and 
how changed ! The women, with long hair 
streaming down their backs, unwashed and 
unkempt, their dresses in rags which in 
some cases scarcely covered their emaciated 
bodies, showed in their torn clothes the 
rough treatment which they had received 
from the mob when they were thrust in the 
prison. Some had lost all intelligence and 
recognised no one. 
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Many returned to their homes only to 
find no trace left of husband^ wife, brother, 
or sister, or only a mound in the church- 
yard, which the frightened villagers said 
was the grave of their idoUsed wife or child, 
buried hastily and silently in the dead of 
night, with no prayers said over them. 
They found the village church shut up, and 
the priest gone, either murdered or in hiding. 
Others, utterly ruined, had begged their way 
to England, where they earned their daily 
bread as dancing-masters or tutors. It 
must have been gall and wormwood to 
these chivalrous sons of France, many of 
whom had held leading positions in their 
own country, to be reduced to giving lessons 
to the children of the citizens of London. 
Many of these French imigris adopted an 
assumed name ; some of them, but very few, 
returned later^on) to France and threw in 
their fortunes with the first Napoleon. 
Those who had lost their all and who were 
in a state of bankruptcy enUsted in the 
French army as cavalry soldiers, preferring 
to lose their lives fighting the battles of 
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their country than to live on the charity 
or the hard-earned guineas wrong from the 
pockets of the hated Englishman. 

Many of the prisoners, unknown to their 
jailors, had made friends with animals 
during their captivity. One who for some 
reason had not been tried, and who lingered 
for weeks in the prison, had tamed a little 
mouse, which used to feed out of his hand, 
and grew so friendly that it always slept 
inside the breast of bis ragged coat. On 
the day of his release the little mouse was 
nowhere to be seen; the opened door had 
tempted it. Upon leaving the prison its 
master, when out in the courtyard, whistled 
a familiar tune ; the little mouse heard it, 
ran out and up the ragged clothes of its 
master, and was taken safely home by the 
poor prisoner. 

The craving appetite of the guillotine 
was never satiated, and it was not always 
the noblesse of France which filled the 
Conciergerie. A certain number had to be 
found, the requisite daily list had to be 
filled up, whether of noble or simple ; if it 
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were possible to accuse the simple of know- 
ing an aristocrat, it was enough. 

A homely English pair were then living 
quietly and harmlessly in Paris. The hus- 
band, who had come over to learn French, 
was very poor — so poor that, in order to 
increase his slender income, he trained bull- 
finches to pipe and sold them in the street. 
When the fearful days of terror came, he 
longed to take his young wife back to 
England, but it was impossible to get a 
passport ; he was too poor to buy one, so 
he daily went his rounds, but forbade his 
wife even to go to the window. The 
anxiety and intense longing to get her 
home, away from these horrid sights and 
sounds, made him ill ; fever set in, followed 
by high delirium, and there was no food in 
the house. In order to make a little money 
his wife determined to go out and sell the 
birds. Not daring to go in her EngUsh 
clothes she persuaded her landlady, who 
was good and kind (there were still some 
good women left in that dreadful capital), 
to get some boy's clothes for her, and dis- 
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guised in these she went in and out safely 
with her birds, whom she had taught all 
sorts of tricks, happy if she brought home 
a few sous for the necessaries of life. No 
one noticed her; the gamins of Paris 
swarmed ; one more or less in the streets 
attracted no attention. One day she was 
suddenly and roughly seized by a man who 
recognised the tune of ' God save the King ' 
which one of her bullfinches piped. * Ah ! ' 
he said, ^an aristocrat!' On discovering 
that the boy, as he supposed her to be, was 
English, one of the hated enemies of 
France, he carried him ofi at once to 
prison, and the next morning he was tried 
at the revolutionary tribunal. Even then 
the sex of the prisoner was not discovered. 
The tribunal, pitying her youth, passed no 
sentence on her, but ordered her to leave 
the country. She was accordingly thrust 
out into the streets, and, dazed and be- 
wildered, she meekly followed the rude and 
brutal soldiers who were to conduct her 
across the frontier. In the night she 
managed to escape, and, hastily retracing 
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her steps, found her way back to the little 
r6om under the slates. Her husband, weak, 
helpless, and powerless to move, was just 
recovering from his fever. But the delight 
of the young pair on being reunited was 
destined to last only for a short time, as 
one of the lodgers recognised her and de- 
nounced her to the Convention. Three or 
four of the National Guard entered the 
room the next day, and in spite of prayers 
and entreaties she was carried ofi, once 
more tried, and sentenced to be guillotined 
in a fortnight. 

The effect of this upon the unfortunate 
husband was to bring on a relapse, but at 
the end of a week he recovered sufficiently 
to drag his weary limbs to all the different 
prisons, at each of which he eagerly asked 
for his wife ; but no one paid any attention 
to him. He then went to the very steps of 
the guillotine, under the dreary scaffold of 
which he waited for the carts, and scanned 
the faces of the victims to see if his loved 
one was there. Day by day he watched, 
with the same fruitless result. 
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One day his landlady told him that the 
^ white carriage ' (so named because once a 
week it took all the youngest victims to the 
guillotine) was to take its load the next 
morning and that his wife was certain to be 
in it. 

Yes, she was there, still alive! sitting 
calmly in the cart. With her hands crossed 
on her breast, and a far-away look in her 
eyes, she mounted the scaffold. The dis- 
tracted husband tried to utter her name, to 
attract her attention, but his brain reeled 
and he fell at the foot of the scaffold, where 
he remained in a state of unconsciousness 
for several hours. When he returned to 
his senses he asked no questions, but slowly 
returned home as if in a dream. 

Meanwhile an unusual thing had hap- 
pened. The usual number had mounted 
the now well-worn steps; some had been 
thrown down and guillotined, when the 
executioner himself, wearied by the con- 
stant and never-ending river of blood which 
flowed daily before his eyes, felt so ill that 
he had to be taken home. Some of the 
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victims were thus spared, and amongst 
them was the English girl, who was taken 
back to the prison. But the reaction was 
too much for her ; the drawing of that fatal 
number, the agony of that drive, and the 
horror of seeing so many of her companions 
die one by one were a too great strain upon 
her nerves, and like many others of that 
time she lost her reason. 

The jailor's wife had taken to the poor 
lone boy (as she had at first thought him) 
on his being brought to the prison, for he 
was of the same age as her own boy, who 
had died there of fever brought on by the 
foul and loathsome atmosphere. The poor 
child (for she was only a child) confessed 
her sex to this woman, imploring her to 
save and protect her, and giving her one of 
the bullfinches which she had surreptitiously 
brought in a tiny cage. She had taught 
the bird to sing * Mourir pour la Patrie,' the 
national French song at that time. The 
jailor's wife managed to get her to her 
house, where no one knew who she was, for 
she had forgotten both her name and home. 
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The opening of the prison doors was no 
release to her ; she had no home to go to, 
so the jailor and his wife kept her ; she was 
useful to theni) doing the housework, and 
she often took her bullfinch in the streets, 
where its wonderful piping brought her a 
quantity of sous. 

A little child was bom to her, but that 
did not restore her reason. The child pros- 
pered, and mother and child wandered 
together about the streets; the mother 
silent and quiet, but always looking about 
as if searching for some one. As years ' 
went on the child tended the mother, and 
a strange pair they were. The first tears 
which the poor woman shed were when, on 
going to the cage one morning, she found 
her bullfinch dead and stiff on the floor. 

As the child grew older, he was told the 
history of his birth by some of the peasants, 
who said that they thought he was English. 
That was all he knew. His mother, as he 
grew older, seemed to be less and less 
inclined to go out ; she would sit for hours 
before the stuffed bullfinch, plaintively say- 

e2 
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ing to it, * Tell me all, tell me all.' Death 
came at last to put an end to her sufferings. 
The boy clung about her, imploring her to 
tell him his name ; the mother in her turn 
tried hard to remember it, but the cloud 
never lifted from her brain. She died 
talking about her bullfinch, and saying to the 
sobbing child, * Birdie will tell you all : I 
can't remember.' 

Visiting Paris as I did the other day, and 
looking at all the stately buildings, the 
constant moving panorama of happy men 
and women passing to and fro, the busy 
steamers going up and down the ever-roUing 
river, the steam launches, the rowing 
boats, the gay caf6s and smart villas on 
the banks of that ever-flowing river, my 
thoughts seemed to turn back to those days 
and nights of rapine, infidelity, murder, and 
bloodshed. 
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CHAPTEE VI 

LA DAME BLANCHE 

One of the greatest friends whom my sister 
and I had was an inmate of an old convent 
situated in one of the small French towns. 
We often went there as girls, and when my 
sister joined the Eoman Church she stayed 
there for a whole summer ; to her therefore 
I am indebted for the greater part of these 
interesting reminiscences of Marie Antoi- 
nette. 

No one knew the nationality of our 
friend, who was very old and feeble ; she 
went by the name of La Dame Blanche, or 
Sister Louise. 

When my sister went to the convent in 
1862 Sister Louise was almost bedridden, 
and to her was assigned the task of dressing 
and often sitting up with her at night, as 
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at the latter end of her life Sister Louise was 
often terrified with dreanas and haunted by 
the most terrible visions of the past. She 
looked hke a piece of white marble, her skin 
was so wonderfully white. When we first 
knew her she was in the habit of lying per- 
fectly still, with hands folded across her 
breast. She seldom conversed, and her 
eyes seemed fixed on some particular spot in 
the heavens, as if she saw something or 
somebody there; but she often talked to 
herself. The reverend mother paid her a 
daily visit : it was her duty to do so ; but 
La Dame Blanche was so old and silent that 
the sisters, though she was no trouble to 
them, had lost all interest in her. 

When my sister first went into her 
room she was quite startled, for the old 
lady looked so like death, so quiet and 
peaceful was she. She opened her eyes as 
the reverend mother said, * I have brought 
you a new nurse who is staying here for the 
summer, and will look after you. She has 
the same name as you, Louise, and will 
do for you all you ask and wish.' On 
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hearing this La Dame Blanche seemed to 
revive; for the moment she appeared 
interested, and asked my sister many ques- 
tions, but never a word was breathed as to 
her past life; her lips were apparently 
sealed on that point, and it almost looked 
as if she dared not speak of it. But the 
young girl and the old woman took to each 
other at once, and I think that the affection 
between them grew stronger as time went on. 
When the summer days came she grew 
so much better that she was carried into 
the garden, and never seemed so happy as 
when the sisters brought her the long white 
lilies which grew there. One day I came 
over to the convent, and was taken to see her 
in the garden. My sister and I always spoke 
French together before her, as we thought 
that if we talked in English she might fancy 
we were talking about her. I had had a 
long letter from an old friend in Hanover, 
and we were trying to decipher the writing. 
The letter was full of German pohtics, and, 
curiously, it wound up by asking if my sister 
(who was always very proud and cold to 
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strangers) was still fikre co^nme une 
Autrichienne. Those last words seemed to 
have an extraordinary effect on La Dame 
Blanche, who we thought was asleep. 

She promptly called my sister to her, 
saying, * Come close to me, come close to 
me ; ' then, clinging with trembling hands 
about my sister's neck like a frightened 
child, to our astonishment she uttered 
incoherent words in German. That, then, 
was her nationality! Yet so long was it 
since she had used her native tongue that 
the words flowed slowly and with a sUghtly 
French accent. 

What a life hers had been! She had 
witnessed sights and passed through scenes 
the horrors of which she could never 
forget. 

Her mother had come over to France in 
the young Archduchess Marie Antoinette's 
suite ; the Archduchess came to France as 
the affianced bride of the Dauphin, the 
grandson of Louis XV., and afterwards the 
unhappy King Louis XVI. La Dame 
Blanche never mentioned any of the names 
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of her family, and of course we never asked 
her; I sometimes think she herself had 
forgotten them. She told us that her 
father had died about the year 1780, six 
years after Louis XV. 's death. Of that 
monarch she spoke in terms of the greatest 
aversion, saying that her mother always 
beUeved his sins and follies to be the cause 
of the Eevolution which brought so much 
misery on the hapless head of his grandson, 
the Martyr King, as she always called 
Louis XVI. Sister Louise must have been 
about the same age as Marie Antoinette's 
eldest son, who was by his death ^ spared all 
the sufferings of his little brother, the idol, 
pet, and plaything of the Court and the 
royal family. The Dauphin and Madame 
Eoyale,^ afterwards the unhappy Duchesse 
d'Angoul6me, were devoted to him. The 
children and Sister Louise, who was their 
constant companion, did many lessons 
together, especially German, and for a long 

» In 1789. 

' Marie Th^r^se, the only daughter of Louis XVI., 
married her cousin, Antoine de Bourbon, Duo d*Angoul^me, 
eldest son of Charles X., in 1799. 
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time she only spoke German to them, to the 
great disgust of the little Duke of Normandy, 
who hated the language. The only occasion 
on which he was ever naughty, as she told 
us, was when the German lessons came on ; 
then, in spite of the entreaties of the Queen, 
whom the child passionately loved, and who 
in her turn loved him more than all her 
other children, he absolutely refused to 
speak a word in that language. 

The royal children do not seem to have 
been kept much in Paris, but to have lived 
mostly at St. Cloud and Versailles. One of 
their greatest treats was to go up and down 
the Seine in a gilded barge built expressly 
for the royal children of France. Theirs 
was a bright and happy childhood, the 
Queen often coming in to visit the little 
trio, the Dauphin, Madame Eoyale, and the 
Duke of Normandy. At the first sound of 
the Queen's step the children stood up in a 
row, and the moment she entered each 
child bent its knee and kissed her hand, la 
petite AutrichiennCy as Sister Louise was 
called, remaining humbly kneeling until the 
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Queen graciously told her to rise. The 
King, whom the Queen sometimes playfully 
called Mon honhomme^ often accompanied 
her to the royal children's rooms. 

Sister Louise told us that she had never 
seen such a beautiful woman as the Queen 
was in those early days, so full of life and 
radiant happiness, when all seemed bright 
and prosperous, with no cloud threatening to 
mar the future. 

^ The first trial came with the Dauphin's 
obscure illness ; no one knew what was the 
matter with him. The Queen never left 
her boy's bedroom, sleeping on a small iron 
bedstead which was brought in for her, and 
wildly saying " she would not, eould not give 
up the child she had so prayed for, so longed 
. to have." At one time she had almost given 
up all hopes of a direct descendant. The 
cruel French ladies jeered at her, saying 
that she was of no use and had better return 
to Vienna, as she would never give France 
an heir. Then a child had been bom to 
her,^ but it was the wrong sex, a girl, and 

* Marie Th^r^se was bom in 1778. 
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her enemies laughed, in their secret hearts 
reviling her for only giving an additional 
expense to the already overtaxed France. 

* Then the heir came, and there were 
festivities and rejoicings throughout the 
kingdom, and for months the Dauphin was 
the idol of the nation. But it was destined 
that he should not live many years.' How 
sorrowfully La Dame Blanche described his 
last week of life ; how he daily grew weaker 
and thinner ; the constant running to and 
fro of the doctors ; the sorrowful face of the 
Queen ; the stem agony of the King ; the 
awed faces of the other children who had 
never seen death, and who, according to 
the ancient customs of France, had to have 
their last audience of the dying Prince ; the 
secret delight of some of the French nobles, 
who were only too pleased that la fiire 
Autrichienne should have her trials, and 
that her pride should be humbled ! She 
who had mocked at them, refused to be 
intimate with any of them, turned their 
absurd etiquette into ridicule, broken through 
all the customs and usages of France by 
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coming into the royal nurseries without 
being announced, had romped and played 
with the royal children as if she was one of 
the people, was now to lose the child. 

La Dame Blanche talked that afternoon 
long into the summer twilight, turning the 
lilies over in her thin hand ; it seemed to 
bring back to her the old childish days of 
royal France. She told us how the I>auphin 
said that he wished to see the children once 
again, that he knew he was dying, and 
wanted to wish them all good-bye. Graphi- 
cally she described the whole scene, the 
dying boy, the kneeling courtiers, the 
sobbing King and Queen, the faint voice of 
the young Dauphin saying to his little 
brother, *You will be Dauphin now, and 
some day you will be King of France; I 
shall be an angel in Heaven.' One by one 
the children knelt, tearfully kissing the little 
cold hand of the dying Prince. One by one 
they made their usual reverence to the King 
and Queen, and then slowly left the room, the 
Duke of Normandy clasping his little arms 
tightly round Sister Louise's neck, sobbing 
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piteously, and asking, *What does it all 
mean ? ' 

* Sister Louise went to her room, taking 
with her the little Duke and his sister. 
She and Madame Boyale sat up long that 
night sobbing in each other's arms, when 
suddenly at 4 a.m. they heard footsteps, and 
the sobbing Queen entered, and, bursting 
into tears, said, "I have only one son now/' 
Then they knew that the Dauphin was 
dead. But etiquette must be followed ; the 
mother's tears must no longer flow; her 
heart might break, but no trace of it must 
appear; the rules and customs of royal 
France must be kept up, even though the 
Angel of Death was in the royal palace. In 
the hovels and cottages of France at such 
a time there would be quiet and silence at 
the entrance of the dark angel, but not in 
the stately halls of Versailles. 

* A hurrying to and fro was heard, and 
the sound of many steps and voices : then a 
loud cry rang through the long galleries and 
up the grand staircase — the well-known cry 
"Le Eoi est mort. Vive le Eoi! " The 
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door was thrown open, a crowd of obsequious 
courtiers rushed in, and the half-aroused, 
frightened child was taken out of his bed. 
His mother, her face still quivering with 
agony from receiving the last sigh of her 
firstborn son, had to hide her feelings and 
play her part in this royal pageant. 

' The nobles and chief officers of State en- 
tered with loud cries of "Vive le Dauphin ! '' 
They crowded round the five-year-old boy, 
whilst his mother held out his tiny hand, 
which they all knelt down to kiss, in spite of 
the child's tears and expostulations, saying, 
" I am not the Dauphin, I am the Duke of 
Normandy ; my brother is the Dauphin, my 
brother is the future king," 

* When all was quiet and the courtiers 
had gone, the Queen clasped her remaining 
son tight in her arms and retired to the 
security of her own apartment, where no 
one dared follow her except the unhappy 
father; and there the three spent the 
remainder of the night. 

^I and Madame Eoyale also spent the 
remainder of the night together, the Prin- 
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cess on her knees before the picture of Our 
Lady, praying not for the dear dead brother 
who had suffered so long from his wearying 
ilbaess, but for the much-loved child, the 
present Dauphin, and still more for her un- 
happy parents, whose grief she knew to be 
quite inconsolable.' 

Sister Louise then told us of a visit 
which she once received from the King and 
Queen. One day her mother, who was 
attached to the Queen's person and scarcely 
ever left her royal mistress, was suddenly 
summoned to Vienna to her mother's death- 
bed, and she left her two children behind 
her. The eldest, a bright handsome boy, 
had just become an officer in the Swiss 
Guard. She described to us how she spent 
her last evening with her mother before she 
left for Vienna, helping her to pack up all 
her things and tying up the different parcels 
of presents which she was taking to the far- 
distant German friends and relations. In 
the midst of the packing and bustle a knock 
was heard at the door;^ and to their astonish- 
ment the King and Queen entered. Christ- 
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mas was approaohing, and the Queen was 
sending lovely presents to her many friends 
in Vienna : the yomig girl gazed with surprise 
and admiration at the priceless and costly 
gifts ; nothing was too good for the Christ- 
mas tree which the Queen said would be 
seen in her old home in the imperial palace 
of Vienna. Suddenly, and to the surprise of 
all, the proud Queen threw her arms round 
her faithful friend's neck and said in a 
broken voice, * Ah ! ich habe Heimweh/ 
Did all these presents recall to her mind 
the old happy days of childhood ? Did the 
mere mention of Christmas, and the many 
gifts for the Christmas tree, remind her of 
the dear old German Christmastides, of the 
friends and playmates of her girlhood? 
She well knew that, though Queen of France, 
no one in* the palace really cared for her : 
that she was constantly watched, and that 
the one faithful friend who was devoted to 
her, who would have died for her, was going 
to the dear old home which she so longed to 
see once more. No wonder that the Queen 
had Heimweh ! 
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CHAPTBE VII 

SAINT LOUIS 

All these recollections seemed to upset La 
Dame Blanche, and as I wished her good-bye 
that afternoon she begged I would ask the 
reverend mother to allow my sister to remain 
with her during the night as garde-maladeytor 
she knew that the feeling of terror would come 
on her to which she was so often subject. 

At the end of a week I came again to see 
her, and my sister, who had been nursing 
her old friend with the greatest devotion and 
affection, returned home with me, as she 
was thoroughly unnerved by the night 
scenes which she had gone through, when 
La Dame Blanche seemed to live over again 
the terrible days of her childhood. 

Marie Antoinette took La Dame Blanche 
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home to the palace daring the absence of 
her mother, who remained longer at Vienna 
than was expected, and the young girl spent 
much of her time with Saint Louis, as the 
courtiers had then begun to call the little 
Dauphin, from the extraordinary likeness 
which the child bore to an early portrait of 
that king. 

^ The Dauphin,' said La Dame Blanche, 
^ had the greatest admiration and reverence 
for his illustrious ancestor. He was never 
weary of hearing about the pilgrimage to the 
Holy Land, of this king whose portrait 
always hung in his room. He and his sister 
were in the habit of sitting and talking by 
the hour about him, telling each other 
imaginary stories of his sanctity ; and one 
day the girl said, " You are getting so like 
the picture of your ancestor, I shall always 
call you Saint Louis. ' ' That name was taken 
up by his aunt, and eventually he was called 
so by the whole Court. 

' He had been baptized Charles Louis, and 
his parents called him Charles, for his elder 
brother had always been called Louis. 

S3 
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But the King and Queen loved the name of 
Saint Louis, and adopted it when alone with 
their children, though never using it in 
public; they were afraid that the country 
might turn it into ridicule. The age of 
infidelity was fast springing up in France, 
and the young nobiUty, many of whom 
were not ashamed to deny the faith of their 
forefathers, vied with each other in mocking 
at all that was holy, good, and beautiful. 

* Nothing delighted the young Prince 
more than to serve at Mass in the private 
chapel, and no one deserved more the title 
of Saint than the young Prince. He looked 
so full of devotion and fervour, his large 
blue eyes following all the movements of 
the officiating priest. When serving at 
Mass he was allowed to wear a priceless jewel 
which once belonged to Saint Louis, and 
which he looked upon with the greatest awe 
and reverence, always kneeling when it 
was put on him, and reverently kissing it 
before giving it back to the custodian. 

* What helped to keep him so good and pure 
was his sister's influence. Madame Eoyale 
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and I wore the same age : sh@ was then a 
bright merry girl, in character much more 
of a Bourbon than a Hapsburg; she in- 
herited none of the pride and haughtiness 
of her beautiful mother, and often said there 
were only two things she was proud of — her 
mother and her little brother. Her one 
wish was to make him worthy to ascend the 
throne of his ancestors. 

*Her elder brother's death had been a 
great shock and surprise to her, for, as she 
naively said, "I thought Dauphins never 
died; I thought he would live for ever." 
She was deeply reUgious, and never missed 
going to Mass, often saying that she 
wished to go into a convent Uke her great 
aunt, Madame Louise, the daughter of 
Louis XV., who gave up all the pleasures 
and vanities of that dissolute Court and 
entered one of the strictest orders of the 
Koman Church, where she spent her life 
praying that Heaven would turn her father's 
heaxt and help him to change his evil ways 
before he died. 

' The King, in despair at all the miseries 
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and revolutionary doctrines which were then 
inundating France, sent one morning for 
Eobespierre and Marat to come and see him. 
Eobespierre entered the ante-room first and 
had to wait for Marat, who was late. Seeing 
the children, who were waiting in one of the 
long galleries to be summoned to the royal 
presence in order to pay their usual morning 
respects, he came up to speak to them ; he 
did not know who they were, as I fancy he 
had not been in Paris long, and in those 
days the royal children very seldom came 
to the capital. The little Prince kept 
running up and down, playing with his ball. 
On seeing Eobespierre he stopped, and the 
ball, falling from his hands, rolled up to 
Eobespierre's feet. Eobespierre took it up 
and threw it back to the child, and asked 
his name ; he was evidently struck with the 
boy's great beauty. " When you have taken 
your hat off (Eobespierre had kept his hat on) 
I will tell you my name,'' proudly answered 
the Prince. Eobespierre, much amused, 
took his hat off, and, bowing to Madame 
Eoyale, said, " I take it off to the ladies." 
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* " No," haughtily replied the boy, " you 
take it o& to me : I am the King's son." 

^ Eobespierre started and quickly replaced 
it on his head, at the same time joining 
Marat, who had just come in. 

* The doors were then thrown open, and 
voices were heard saying, "Place pour 
Monseigneur, place pour le Dauphin," and 
the boy walked on, head erect, and not 
deigning to cast another look at the rude 
and ill-bred Eobespierre and Marat, who 
put a finishing stroke to their insolence by 
sitting down on the window-sill and dangling 
their legs before Madame Boyale and her 
companion. 

* Shortly afterwards the Prince reappeared, 
having finished his morning visit to the 
King, his father, who daily found less time 
to devote to his family. The boy came up 
to the two men, took his cap off, and said, 
" My father says I am to take my cap off 
to the nation's representative." 

^ Even then Eobespierre and Marat kept 
their hats on, and, turning on their heels, 
went straight to the royal presence, where 
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they had their first and last interview with 
the unfortunate King.^ 

*Yet even Eobespierre at times had a 
touch of better feeling, for a week afterwards 
there arrived at Versailles a beautiful little 
dog in a basket, with the inscription on it, 
**For the King's son, from Eobespierre." 
The King refused the gift for his son, and 
the dog. was returned to the giver. 

* This dog, which Eobespierre now kept, 
had an historical career, and it went with 
him everywhere, even to the National 
Assembly, and was on his lap at the very 
moment when he attempted to commit 
suicide. The ppor little animal was devoted 
to him, and after his execution went for 
many days to his master's usual place in 
the National Assembly, hoping to find him 
there. It was the only thing that loved 
Eobespierre, and was finally thrown into 
the Seine, as having belonged to the one 
man in France who was most hated, 

^ La Dame Blanche said that she heard subsequently that 
they did take their hats off in the presence of the Queen. 
Ever afterwards the children called them * the men with the 
hats.* 



Digitized by 



Google 



SAINT LOUIS 106 

abhorred, and loathed by all sorts and 
conditions of men— the one man for whom 
no one said or could say a good word. But 
sometimes,' added our dear old friend, ^I 
say a prayer for the repose of his soul.' 

When the Dauphin fell dangerously ill, 
it was rumoured and generally believed 
throughout the palace that the young Prince 
had been poisoned. La Dame Blanche 
devoted herself to him, and though he was 
tended by trained nurses and Sisters of 
Charity, no food or medicine was given him 
which the faithful girl did not first taste. 
Madame Eoyale and La Dame Blanche 
seldom left his room. 

The accounts of his illness point to the 
probability that it was of the same nature 
as that which afterwards attacked him in 
the Temple, and which had carried ofE his 
elder brother. He suffered terribly from 
abscesses, which formed in different parts of 
his body, but his pluck and brightness never 
failed him, and, though his mother was 
constantly in and out, he always tried to 
hide his sufferings from her. ' I shall be 
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like Saint Louis and never complain,' he 
said. 

The strong friendship between these 
three children had grown with their years ; 
the pet name which the royal children gave 
La Dame Blanche was petite cousine. She 
told us how, when the Kttle Prince was 
first moved into another room, the King 
himself carried the sick child into the 
Queen's apartment, where a little feast of 
strawberries and cream was laid out. The 
young Prince rapidly recovered, and in a 
fortnight's time was running about the 
gardens and alUes of Versailles without a 
trace of his illness. During his conva- 
lescence some of the officers of the Swiss 
Guard begged to be allowed to present him 
with a little sword, a fac-simile of the one, 
only made much smaller, usually worn by 
Saint Louis. How the child prized and 
loved it is told in the touching story which 
M. de Beauchesne tells of him, when, a few 
days before he died, one of his jailors, trying 
to interest the boy and rouse him from the 
state of apathy into which he had fallen, 
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related to him how he had seen him in his 
childish days reviewing his regiment of boy 
soldiers at Versailles. This roused the 
dying boy, who asked, * Did you see me with 
my little sword ? ' That sword lay on a 
table in his bedroom from the day on which it 
was given to him until the day on which he 
finally left the palace for his prison — the 
last day on which La Dame Blanche ever 
saw the Queen smile. 

Another week had passed before our old 
friend could tell us any more. She seemed, 
just at this time, so to dread recalling the 
past, or still more thinking of it when alone ; 
but when we were with her, the string of 
her tongue seemed unloosed, she would go 
on talking in a dull sort of monotone, gazing 
up in the air as if she saw and recognised 
the faces of all those who had gone before, 
and whom she had so vividly described to us. 

I had not seen her for a fortnight when 
I had a note from my sister, who had 
returned to the convent, and was looking 
after Sister Louise, scarcely ever leaving 
her day or night, asking me to come and 
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spend another afternoon in the sunny 
convent garden, as her old friend wished to 
see me. The nuns used to say that it was 
a touching sight to see my sister with her 
bright young face beaming on her old friend, 
and soothing her in her nervous moods as if 
she were a frightened child. 

I seem to see La Dame Blanche now, 
with her long, thin, trembling hands, and to 
hear her quavering, helpless voice say, ' J'ai 
peur, j'ai peur.' No one ever knew what 
frightened her; no one liked to ask her; 
the doctor said it was a mental spasm, and 
that it would pass ofi quicker if no one 
noticed it. No one but my sister, who had 
a passionate love for her old friend, though 
she had only known her about a year, 
realised the full extent of these night 
horrors, and how much worse they would 
have been if she had been left quite alone. 
During that year my sister helped to soothe 
and comfort her, and often in my sister's 
last illness, which ended so quickly, she used 
to say, ' I am like La Dame Blanche ; I am 
afraid of the dark and of being left alone.' 
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I went over at once to see them both, 
for though I was not so attached to her as 
my sister was, nor so at home with her, I 
had always a strong wish to hear of the 
early days of those stirring times. 

Our old friend was really bright and 
happy that day. It was strange how little 
she knew of the present times ; modem 
politics bored her, and she had no idea who 
was reigning in France or who in England ; 
she had lived so long out of the world that 
she did not know who Louis Napoleon was 
or Queen Victoria. The Comte de Cham- 
bord's name was even unknown to her, and 
she asked if he was Charles X.'s son. 

She always wandered back to her early 
days, and we soon discovered that it was 
useless to ask her questions about those 
times or to lead the conversation in that 
direction if she were not in the mood. 

I had brought her over some flowers, 
amongst them a piece of Sweet William. 
She started on seeing it, and said that the 
last time she had seen the flower was in the 
Dauphin'B little garden at Versailles. Her 
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brother had brought it as a rare and beau- 
tiful plant from England, and the first piece 
ever grown in France was grown in the 
garden of the young Prince, and was then 
much prized. She described the two little 
gardens, side by side, of the young Prince 
and his sister ; how the boy worked daily in 
his own garden, and how his great delight 
was to send flowers to decorate the altar in 
the private chapel at Versailles, 

But all this was speedily to come to an 
end. The royal family had decided to fly to 
Belgium ; they felt that their lives were no 
longer safe in France. The King's nerves 
were giving way, and the Queen, brave and 
resolute as she was, trembled both for his 
sake and for her children's; so it was 
decided that they were all to try and 
escape, ^ and it was my privilege,' La Dame 
Blanche proudly said, ^ to give my clothes 
to the Dauphin, as it was decided that he 
was to be disguised as a girl.' La Dame 
Blanche, though older than he, was re- 
markably small for her age. She must 
have been an extraordinarily intelligent 
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child for her years, for her mother confided 
to her for whom the wardrobe was intendedi 
giving her the crucifix to kiss, and charging 
her solemnly to keep the secrete 

*It was the last time I ever spoke to 
the Queen,' she added, bursting into tears. 
* It was quite dark when my mother and I 
left our apartment, and, hurrying down the 
stiS garden walk, were taken to the little 
Prince's room by a trusty maid. I can see 
the Dauphin now,' said our old friend, 
^ sitting up in his little bed, frightened and 
scared at being suddenly awakened and at 
the unusual bustle all about his room. 

* Obedient to a whisper from the Queen, 
I took the frightened boy on my lap, telling 
him that he must put on his coudne's 
clothes ; that he was to be dressed as a girl, 
and be as quiet as a little mouse, for he was 
to help his mother. Frightened and scared, 
he stood quietly without saying a word 
while the clothes were put on him. Boylike, 
he thought it was a disgrace to put on girl's 
clothes, but as they whispered to him that 
it was to help his mother he felt that he 
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must obey. " Saint Louis is looking down 
upon you, is praying for you/' I whispered. 
At the same time, obedient to a command 
from the Queen, I myself put on boy's 
clothes, for I had to return at once with my 
mother to our own rooms : it was thought 
better that I should go out dressed as a boy, 
so that, if the Dauphin were seen by any 
one when they were escaping, they might 
think it was Mademoiselle X. 

* " Adieu," said the Queen, when all was 
ready and we had to leave, " priez pour 
nous." Then we knelt to kiss the out- 
stretched hand ; but the Queen, raising her 
old friend, my mother, kissed her passion- 
ately on both cheeks. Then I turned to bid 
good-bye to my royal playmate, my petit 
Saint Louis, saying, " Monseigneur, I have 
filled your pockets with bonbons and other 
good things. Adieu." The little Prince 
intuitively seemed to guess that it was good- 
bye for ever ; he clung about the neck of his 
cotmne whispering baby words of loving 
affection — tender, childish words, known 
only to us two. The door opened, and 
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I followed my mother out into the gallery, 
and never again in this world did I see mon 
petit Saint Louis, for whom, girl as I was, I 
would willingly have died ; never again did 
I hear the little childish voice with the 
German accent inherited from his mother. 
Only in my sleep does he come to me ; only 
in my sleep does he still whisper sweet 
words ; sometimes when quite alone I fancy 
I hear the pure young voice singing among 
a choir of angels. My haby King, my baby 
King! 

* All I had left to remind me of him 
when I got back to my room was one long 
bright golden curl, which the Queen had 
hastily out off and put into my hand. That 
curl has never been parted from me ; it is to 
be buried with me, and no one in this world 
is to have the privilege of seeing it. No 
one has ever seen it except the reverend 
mother ; it has been my greatest treasure in 
Ufe. When ill and weary I have gazed at 
the bright golden curl, thinking that heaUng 
was in it. It is years since I have opened 
the bit of paper ; perhaps the brightness of 

I 
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the gold is tarnished ; perhaps the silken 
threads have grown dim. But when I last 
looked upon it, years ago, it was still bright 
and beautiful, and I seemed to see my little 
Saint Louis standing before me as I last 
saw him, holding on to his mother's dress, 
kissing his little hands to us, and curiously 
enough sajdng in German (which he so often 
talked with me) the old familiar words, 
" Auf Wiedersehen, auf Wiedersehen." * 
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CHAPTEE Vin 

THE FLIGHT OP THE ROYAL FAMILY 

* The next day all Paris was ringing with the 
news that the royal family had escaped ! 
I heard it all, I and my mother. Streams of 
people kept pouring into our rooms, some 
crying with hysterical joy that the royal 
family were (as they hoped) safe; some 
breathing bitter imprecations at what they 
called the baseness and treachery of the 
King's escape ; some hoping that they 
would be caught and brought back. The 
tide of hopes and fears ran fast and furious, 
but no one suspected, no one dreamed that 
I, a mere girl of a few summers, knew all 
and had kept the secret. I would rather have 
had my tongue torn out than betray my 
Sovereigns ! I sat by my mother's side, 
proud and happy at the thought that the 

I 2 
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little Saint Louis was wearing my clothes, 
hoping that in that disguise he would be 
safe, and that the next news we should all 
hear would be of their arrival at Brussels, 
where I and my mother intended to join 
them a few days later. 

* The following night the Duchesse de 
M. had one of her usual receptions. I 
dressed my mother for it, and thought she 
had never looked so beautiful. She told me 
she must attend the reception; if she 
stopped away the ladies would think some- 
thing was wrong, and some might come to 
her rooms, and (though careful as we were) 
might see signs of our approaching de- 
parture, and would wonder why we were in 
such a hurry to go. My mother told me to 
go to bed in my clothes, as she had made 
all her plans to leave France that night.' 

Girl as La Dame Blanche was, most of 
the preparations seemed to have been en- 
trusted to her. She sewed up the little 
money they had in the house in the lining 
of her dress. 

* I was too excited to sleep,' she con- 
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tinned, *and felt frightened — why I knew 
not— when I heard footsteps on the back 
stairs. My mother had given me strict 
orders not to open the door to any one ; the 
maids had been sent out on some trifling 
excuse — anything to get them out of the 
way. The steps suddenly stopped at our 
door, and a faint knocking was heard. Then 
I recognised a sound which I knew so well, 
the old familiar sound which always 
announced my brother's approach. I 
opened the door and, looking at him, threw 
my arms tight round his neck; I loved 
him so, and was so pleased, yet so surprised 
to see him at this hour of the night.' 

La Dame Blanche's brother, who was an 
officer in the Swiss Guards, had the most 
intense worship and adoration for the 
Queen, for whom one and all of that famous 
corps would have cheerfully laid down their 
lives. I often wondered why he, an 
Austrian, entered an alien service. La 
Dame Blanche said that he had been ex- 
travagant and run through all his money, 
and thought that as his father was dead it 
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was his duty to remain in Paris in order to 
take care of his mother and sister, for he 
saw that troublous times were fast approach- 
ing on royal France. 

* Hastily he said, " Where is our mother ? 
I must see her." I told him at whose recep- 
tion she was; for a long time he made no 
reply, but sat stunned, his face buried in his 
hands, and deep heartrending sobs escaped 
him. I heard soon afterwards other foot- 
steps; my mother was returning, and by 
the sounds I knew that .she was being 
attended to her rooms by some of the gentle- 
men of the Court. She knocked ; I slipped 
the bolt and in she came, her face flushed 
and eyes shining: she knew that it was 
about the hour when her royal mistress 
should be safe in a foreign land, out of cruel 
France. 

* When first she came into the room she 
did not see my brother, and in a voice full 
of joy she exclaimed to me, " Quick ! help 
me to take ofl my clothes : in half an hour 
we will start." 

*But how her look changed when she 
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saw her son, not dressed in the brilliant 
uniform of the Swiss Guard, but disguised 
as an ouvrieVy with the bonnet rouge in 
his hand! In a moment, like a flash of 
lightning, my mother changed from a bright, 
handsome-looking woman into quite an old 
one ; her face turned grey, her eyes became 
dim and lustreless, and her whole frame 
shook. She had to sit down or she would 
have fallen. "Tell me all, hide nothing," 
she feebly said, and as he thought it better 
to hide nothing from her he told her all ; 
how at Varennes the King had been recog- 
nised and, together with all those who had 
gone with him, had been brought back by 
the mob to Paris, which was thirsting for 
their blood. He described to her the set, 
apathetic face of the King, the hopeless 
misery on the Queen's face, and how the 
Dauphin, tired and worn out, lai^ his little 
face, all tear-stained, on his mother's lap, 
wondering why she did not try to comfort 
him, as she always had done before. The 
howKng mob surrounded the carriage, and 
infuriated women, who were far worse than 
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the men of Paris, danced before it brandish- 
ing knives and caUing the Queen every foul, 
opprobrious name in their catalogue. 

*My brother followed the ghastly pro- 
cession as far as he could. He described 
Paris as gone mad and in a state of uproar 
and rebellion. At this dreadful moment 
my mother realised full well what it all 
meant; that it was the first step in the 
downfall of the King and Queen : the second 
would be the imprisonment of the royal 
family, ending perhaps with the murder of 
both King and Queen. 

. * My brother, at the risk of his life, had 
come under cover of night to break the news 
to our mother ; it was so essential that she 
should hear it from him before any pne else 
knew it, so as to give her time to recover 
herself and escape. Oh ! the look of abject 
misery on her face when she reahsed that 
her well-laid plans of disguise for the Prince 
were frustrated, that her hopes and finally 
her certainty that all was well with her 
royal mistress were shattered. 

* I think my youth left me on that night ; 
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such a burden fell on my young shoulders 
that I seemed to have left far behind my 
bright, happy, girUsh days, on which I 
looked back as through a long vista of years. 
My brother said that we must get my 
mother away before she recovered from the 
state of stupor into which she seemed for 
the present to have fallen. We were to go 
to the house of a trusty old servant in Paris, 
who would hide us and keep us in safety ; 
to try to escape now and attempt to travel 
in France would be more than madness. 
Gently and quietly we dressed our mother, 
who never spoke a word. All the lights 
were put out in our rooms, and stealthily we 
crept down the stairs : the sentinel knew 
my brother, so no questions were asked, and 
we went out through the garden into the 
dimly-lighted streets, where we found a 
small cart waiting. My brother lifted my 
mother in and covered her with straw, telling 
me at the same time to lie quietly beside 
her, and, if she attempted to move, try to 
keep her still. We seemed to be driving 
a long way through the ill-paved streets of 
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Paris, which for the moment were quiet. All 
I could hear was the sound of tearless sobs 
and agonised moans wrung from my mother 
as if her heart was breaking. 

* We stopped at a small stable in a street 
where I had never been before. Half lifting, 
half supporting my mother, my brother took 
us into a little room over the stable, and 
looking out on one of the busy thoroughfares 
of Paris. He could not stop with us, as he 
had to go back to his duties at the Tuileries 
and take his turn at mounting guard. 

* During the days which immediately 
followed, my mother seldom spoke; all life 
seemed to have gone out of her except that 
she hungered for news of her royal mistress. 
Our landlady was more than kind, and 
would rather have died than betray us. 
As for me, I had to keep my thoughts and 
feelings to myself ; my mother must be my 
first object ; but I, in my turn, hungered for 
news of my little Prince, my little Saint 
Louis, of how he had borne that long and 
dreadful journey back, and how they were 
treating him now. 
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* I heard that when returning to Paris he, 
true to his royal blood, never flinched or 
showed fear, but sat pale and erect on his 
mother's lap, his tear-stained face showing 
that the iron had already entered into his soul. 

* Amongst that howling, yelling mob, 
there were still some who would have tried 
to save the royal family, but all attempts 
would have been worse than useless. 

* For several days we remained quiet in 
our solitary room. My mother, who seemed 
to be rousing herself out of her stupor, 
became more natural, but of course never 
dared go out in the streets. 

*We became very poor, as now my 
mother had no more salary from the Queen, 
and in the hurry of leaving the palace she 
had left behind all her gold, which it was 
impossible to recover. My brother paid us 
one or two visits, but could tell us very Httle 
news. The King and Queen were kept 
strictly secluded in their own private rooms, 
and even the Swiss Guard had not seen 
them, though they had occasionally seen the 
little Dauphin. 
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* Each morning we rose dreading what 
the day would bring forth ; each night we 
went to bed not knowing what unknown 
horrors would be committed under cover of 
the darkness : Paris was mad. 

* The Dauphin seemed to have flagged at 
this time ; his one amusement was reviewing 
the Swiss Guard in the courtyard of the 
Tuileries. He grew thin and languid, and 
all lessons and studies were forbidden him. 
The officers said that he was following in 
the footsteps of his elder brother and would 
soon be with him. If his friends had had 
any idea as to what the future held in store 
for him, instead of loading him with 
deUcacies and doing their utmost to shield 
and strengthen him, they would have 
preferred — nay> chosen — ^to let that cruel 
disease, which all the royal family inherited, 
lay hold on him. Even the Queen seemed 
to have lost all hope and energy since the 
unsuccessful flight to Varennes; nothing 
seemed to interest her, and she became a 
prey to the deepest melancholy. It was then 
that the first streaks of grey were seen in her 
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hair. " Better let us all die," she said to her 
physician, " than fall into the hands of this 
cruel mob who are thirsting for our blood." 

* Madame Eoyale also fell ill, and if it had 
not been for the constant care and attention 
of her aunt, Madame Elizabeth, she certainly 
would have died. 

* The Swiss Guard took it by turns to 
sleep outside the door of the royal apart- 
ments, as they were so afraid of the mob 
storming the palace and insulting the Queen. 

* At last came that fatal day when the 
mob actually did storm the palace and try 
to penetrate into the royal apartments. 
My mother heard the noise of the rioting in 
the streets,, and the wild piercing shrieks of 
the infuriated women yelling out that fear- 
ful cry, only too well known now, " A la 
Lanteme ; k la Lanterne ! " 

* What a night it was ! I shall never 
forget the incessant trampling of the mad- 
dened mob, the wild, hopeless, and speechless 
agony of my mother, which was so terrible 
to witness. All she loved most in the world 
were in that palace, her beloved Queen, her 
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royal mistress, and her own boy, whom she 
so loved and who was enrolled in the small 
company of brave men left to protect the 
sacred persons of their Sovereigns. What 
were they amongst so many thousands of 
infuriated men and women ? Old as I am,* 
continued La Dame Blanche, ^ I seem to see 
my mother now. Wildly pacing the room, 
she suddenly turned round on me, exclaiming, 
" Child, child, I must go — I must go to my 
Queen ! " She then went up to a cupboard 
and took out a suit of boy's clothes, and 
giving them to me said, " If I do not return, 
put them on ; you are safe in them ; put on 
the bonnet rouge, you will not be hurt 
with that on; escape, go to Normandy," 
naming a small town and convent where her 
sister was the reverend mother. " Go ! 
Never cease praying for the souls of your 
mother and brother ; for if my son is dead I 
shall die also." 

*Out into the surging street she ran, 
heedless of the mob, and I, a child and aUen, 
was left alone in Paris with all those wild 
men and women let loose in the streets. 
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Obedient to my mother's orders, I quickly 
undressed, and, slipping off my girl's clothes, 
put on the boy's; then, with horror and 
repugnance, I cut short my long dark hair, 
and put on the hated bonnet rouge. I 
kept repeating to myself, "Ah, my baby 
Prince ! if your life is only spared I would 
wear this hateful cap to the end of my days." 
As I was going up to the window, my old 
nurse rushed in, saying hastily, " Shut the 
window ; don't go near it ; keep away from it ! 
Don't listen ! Close your ears ! Shut your 
eyes ! " But it was too late ; at that moment 
I heard that fearful cry, "Death to the 
Swiss Guard ! Death to the Swiss Guard 1 
To the Lanteme with them ! " 

^ And my brother was one of them, and 
my mother was out alone in the streets I 

' Out I rushed, heedless of the dangers 
which were surrounding me, one object only 
in view, to find my mother. The mob did 
not pay much attention to me; my bonnet 
rouge identified me as one of them. When 
close to the Tuileries I suddenly met a 
forest of pikes, and on one of them saw, to 
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my horror, a bleeding head, the'^lifeless head 
of one of the Swiss Guard, which I fancied 
was the head of my brother. Close to it, 
and following it as if in a dream, was my 
mother, with a strange light in her eyes 
which I had never seen before, and which 
never left her. 

^I ran to her, took hold of her hand, 
and turned her away ; then she and I ran 
together, past the dreadful Tuileries, which 
was still surrounded by a howling mob. All 
the windows seemed lighted up with a fierce 
light, but I dared not let my mother stop to 
see what was happening there. The night 
was getting rapidly darker, and as we sped 
on with increasing speed the noise of the 
city died out in the distance. At last we 
ceased running and I led her gently on by 
the banks of the Seine, where in the dear 
old happy days I had so often been with the 
royal children in the great gilded barge 
which they all loved so well. On we wan- 
dered by the peaceful river, until she became 
so exhausted that I made her sit down on 
its banks, bathed her hot face and burning 
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hands in the deep cool water, and with fond 
loving words tried to coax that hard, set 
look out of those poor eyes. But all my 
efiEorts were useless, for she did not know 
me. Whether it was my boy's clothes, 
whether it was my bonnet rouge^ which I 
dared not leave ofiE, I know not. 

* We wandered on, following the course of 
the river, imtil at last I spied a boat. With 
difl&culty I got my mother into it, and, laying 
her down in the bottom of the boat, pulled 
her out gently to the middle of the stream, 
for I had learned to row in the ponds of 
Versailles. 

* When morning broke, a dull red sky was 
reflected in the river ; to my fevered imagina- 
tion it looked as if the river ran with blood. 
Nor was it all fancy. Gory heads came float- 
ing down the stream — heads of the Swiss 
Guard, thrown into it by the cruel mob and 
carried rapidly down by the tide. The wind 
rose and fell with a dull monotony, as if it 
were singing the dirge of the murdered dead ; 
the sun glowed like a ball of fire, and the 
distant towers of Notre Dame caught the 
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red tinge, as if they also were bathed in 
blood, and the dark red waves breaking 
against the banks of the Seine, seemed to 
dye them with the same ghastly hue. 

* I shall never forget that night and day 
of horror. For years and years I seemed 
to hear the songs of the mob mingled with 
the roar of cannon ringing in my ears. 
Wherever I looked that night I seemed to 
see blood, till I hated the sight of that river 
which in the olden days I had so loved; 
the ceaseless sound of its waters beating 
against the boat nearly drove me mad; I 
hid my face in my hands and wept bitterly^ 
Later on I looked at my mother and saw 
that she was recovering from her stupor. 

* That night had, however, left an in- 
deUble mark on her. She never knew and 
never asked about the sad fate of her royal 
mistress. I must be the strong one now, 
but it seemed so hard to put aside all childish 
feelings when I looked at other children and 
recollected my own childhood. I was not 
then twelve years old, and I never had a 
moment of youth again. I had only one 
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object in view now, and that was to get to 
the convent in Normandy, where my aunt 
was the Superior. Luckily my mother had 
a little money in her pocket. Faithful to 
her last instructions I resolved to keep on 
the boy's clothes ; in fact, I had no choice, 
as I did not dare return to Paris or face the 
dangers of the streets in attempting to 
return home. The only way to manage her 
was to lead her gently by the hand, as she 
was. so nervous and frightened ; and thus, 
leaving the boat safely fastened to the bank, 
we set forth on our long and dreary journey. 

^ The people seemed to become kinder as 
we got farther away from the capital, and 
often gave us a cup of milk as we slowly 
and wearily toiled on, until we safely reached 
our journey's end. 

* What joy it was to enter those peaceful 
convent gates and to feel we were at rest ! 
A hasty message was sent to the reverend 
mother and my aunt appeared ; but my poor 
mother did not even know her, though she 
was her sister. 

^The news of aU the dreadful scenes 
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enacted in Paris had not yet penetrated to 
that peaceful Norman home, and I shall 
never forget how shocked and distressed the 
sisters were to hear of the King's and Queen's 
imprisonment in the stately palace of the 
Tuileries. 

^ None of us then knew of their last sad 
journey to the Temple. Months and months 
after, I heard the whole sad story. For a 
long time I thought that my little Saint Louis 
was still aUve, and I counted the days when 
he would see his cotisine again. Even now, 
though years have passed, he comes to me 
in my dreams, but always as the httle child 
with the golden hair and the deep blue eyes. 
I did not know then that he had joined the 
noble army of martyrs. When I recall all 
that he had to go through, I shudder to 
think of him alone in his prison, with no 
one near to comfort him in his dread and 
anguish, spending day after day, night after 
night in misery, pain, and disease. 

^ My mother for the moment was safe in 
the convent gates. Her strength never 
returned; the cloud never lifted from her 
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dazed mind ; but all that earthly love could 
do for her was done. She was Uke a little 
child amongst the nuns ; in and out of the 
garden, always smiling to herself, happy in 
arranging the altar bouquets and playing 
with the children as if she were one of them. 

*It was misery for me to see her like 
this. She, who had always so tended and 
cared for me, suddenly seemed to have lost 
all interest in me ; I was now to her simply 
one of the children of the convent, another 
playmate, but I tried to do the best for her. 
This trial had taken from me all I prized, 
all I loved, all I possessed, even my last 
great treasure, my mother's heart. 

^ Sometimes vague rumours reached us 
of what was going on in the outer world. 
One day I remember in particular when a 
fierce knocking was heard at the convent 
gate ; the Superior herself went to the door, 
and had a long interview with a man who 
seemed to be the chief of a party which was 
outside. That evening, when the convent 
bells summoned us as usual to the chapel, 
the Lady Abbess, in a trembUng voice and 
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a few hurried words, told us that we all must 
leave. The edict had gone forth from Paris; 
religion was to be abolished in France. 

' The present rulers had said " for ever." 
But she and all of us knew that this was im- 
possible. The convents and monasteries were 
to be shut up, the parish churches closed, 
the church bells silenced. We had no 
choice but to leave, and the order was 
issued for us to go to England — that un- 
known Protestant country. It was better 
for us to go there than to Belgium, the 
other alternative. 

'For the last time for many a long 
year the sisters prayed in their much-loved 
chapel ; for the last time the sweet hjonns 
which they all loved so well were sung ; for 
the last time the dear old parish priest, who 
had been hastily summoned, stood before 
the altar and in a trembling voice gave us 
his blessing. One by one the sisters made 
their last confession; then in the dead of 
night we all slowly and sadly left our home, 
safely reached a small seaport town, and 
embarked for England. 
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' None of us had crossed the sea before, 
and none of us could speak English. We 
arrived safely at Portsmouth, and six of us 
were received hospitably in the house of a 
good and kind lady who was a Catholic. 
She helped us with money and directions, 
and after much suffering and weariness we 
were all reunited in a small convent in the 
Midlands, where we remained a long time.' 
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CHAPTER IX 

THE SWISS GUARD 

^ My mother grew" gradually weaker and 
weaker until she fell into unconsciousness, 
and five years after entering the convent 
she died quietly and peacefully; then in- 
deed I was left alone, already a prematurely 
old woman. My hair had turned quite 
white, and my limbs moved like those of 
one quite aged ; the only thing which inte- 
rested and revived me was work. 

* One day the reverend mother an- 
nounced to us that she was returning to 
Portsmouth, in the hope that she might be 
allowed to go amongst the French prisoners 
of war who were confined on board the 
hulks and in the prisons. My request to 
accompany her was granted, and upon our 
arrival we obtained permission to go once a 
week to nurse our poor countrymen. 
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* I became acquainted with an English 
mariner who became a great friend of mine. 
I found out that he was a Catholic, though 
he did not dare own it, and, thanks to him, 
we were enabled to do many acts of kind- 
ness to those poor prisoners. One day 
when I confided to him that I was not 
really a Frenchwoman, but a German, he 
was anxious that I should visit one of the 
prisoners in whom he was particularly in- 
terested — " He is so thin and white," said 
the mariner, " with a peculiar silver white- 
ness Uke yours." I went up to his bedside, 
and found an old-looking man, who seemed 
in a hopeless dying state, and who was a 
mass of sores. I washed and carefully 
tended him, and then to my intense surprise 
he murmured thanks in the old Austrian 
patois which I had not heard for such a 
long, long time. I answered quickly in the 
same famiUar language, and to my astonish- 
ment he called me by the old nursery name, 
spoken so long ago in childhood. One 
hasty question, one rapid answer, and I 
knew that this old, attenuated, and dying 
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man was my brother. This was the once 
bright and charming young officer of the 
Swiss Guard ! ' 

After a short pause La Dame Blanche 
continued in a broken voice : 

* He told me his story, and I will try to 
repeat it to you as he told it to me. 

* " We, the Swiss Guard, were all hastily 
summoned that fatal night, and assembled 
in the courtyard of the Louvre ; no one 
knew what was happening, but all felt that 
it was something unusual. We heard in 
the distance the dull roar of a wild mob, 
swelling and dying away in the streets ; 
then a silence seemed to come on, an awful 
stillness ; it was the gathering of the storm. 

* " The Swiss Guard were composed of 
many nations, among them Irish, French, and 
Germans, a strange cosmopolitan set of men. 
Our blood was not blue enough to go into 
smart regiments ; but though our blood was 
not blue, our courage was as high as that of 
other regiments : one and all, we would have 
died in battle for our King and Queen. 

* " The Queen, who often reviewed us, 
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knew us individually by name, and it was 
our duty— nay, our privilege — to guard the 
doors of the royal apartments. 

*"The silence was suddenly broken by 
the sound of footsteps, and our captain 
appeared. He had just been to take his 
final orders from the King ; and those were 
to defend the persons of the Sovereigns, if 
necessary to the death. The password that 
night was * The Queen ; ' we always had our 
own password different from that of any 
other regiment. Our captain addressed us 
in a few impassioned words, telling us that 
all — ourselves, our friends, nay, if required, 
our fathers, mothers, sisters, brothers — ^must 
be sacrificed that night for the Queen; 
our one thought must be for the Queen. 
We drew our swords high in the air, and 
with unanimous voice cried out, *The 
Queen ! the Queen ! ' Then, forming into 
line, out we marched, through the court- 
yard, into the then deserted streets, so soon 
to be filled by a mass of fiends in human 
shape, on into the garden of the Tuileries, 
up the grand staircase, and into the long 
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gallery, where, pacing up and down, we kept 
our watch, supposing that as usual it would 
be only for the night, and little thinking 
what that fatal night would bring forth, 
what terrible scenes would be enacted, 
what tragedies would happen, and how we, 
the Swiss Guard, would be immortalised. 

* " Suddenly the King, Queen, Madame 
Elizabeth, and the royal children came 
down the long gallery ; they went down our 
ranks, giving us kind, comforting words, 
though the King appeared stupefied and 
in a kind of apathy. The Queen, who tried 
hard to conceal her emotion, was leaning 
on the arm of her sister^ Madame Elizabeth, 
and holding her little son by the other 
hand. It was the first time I had ever 
seen him without the sword which I had 
given him. He recognised me at once, and, 
running up to me, anxiously asked after my 
sister, saying sadly at the same time, * The 
King will not let me wear my sword to- 
night.' ^Why, Sir?' I asked. ^Be- 
cause,' answered the King, * to-night is to 
be peace, not war.' 
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* " The Queen, trembling violently, held 
out her hand ; we all knelt down, some of 
us kissing it fervently, and murmuring in a 
hoarse whisper, * The Queen ! the Queen ! ' 
Once more she turned round as she reached 
the door of the royal apartments. None of 
us except myself ever saw her again. We 
noticed sadly how grief and anguish had 
left their traces on that wondrously beau- 
tiful woman ; her shoulders were bent ; her 
beautiful hair was almost grey, and I was 
told afterwards that during the month 
which she spent in the Temple it turned 
quite white. 

* " We were all young, all full of fire, 
enthusiasm, and energy ; so as soon as the 
royal family had left, we piled our arms in 
the middle of the long gallery and played 
our usual game of cards. 

*"What was that noise we suddenly 
heard ? A dull roar of voices like the 
rushing of mighty waters; a trampling of 
feet ; the tocsin ringing out its awful note 
of warning and alarm. A fierce mob — the 
women fiercer, more desperate, more cruel 
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than the men — rushed through the court- 
yard into the precincts of the palace, asking 
with loud threatening voices, * Where is 
the King? Where is the Autrichienne? ' 
In a firm, clear voice, the captain, turning 
to us, said, ^No surrender. Defend the 
doors of the royal apartments. Eemember 
our password, " The Queen." We must all 
die at our post, not a man must leave it. 
Swear, my children, to do this.' We all 
knelt for one moment, praying that Heaven 
would help us to be true to our oath ; and 
by God's help we all kept it. Faithful and 
true to our cause and Queen, not a man 
surrendered or left his post. No one could 
ever say that the Swiss Guard betrayed 
their sacred trust. 

^ " Step by step we fell back, our faces to 
the foe and our arms entwined ; step by step 
the surging mob came on. Our captain 
stood in front of us, waving high in the air 
his sword, and proudly hurling defiance at 
the foe, who shouted and yelled back at him 
their well-known cry, * A la Lanteme ! A la 
Lanteme ! ' He was the first to fall ; in an 
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instant his head was struck off, and, still 
quivering and bleeding, fixed on the top of a 
pike and held up to us, whilst the mob 
called out, ^We want more heads, more 
heads ! ' 

* " One by one our gallant men fell ; as 
they fell their heads also were struck off and 
placed on pikes. Slowly the surviving 
ones fell back, breathing hard, like men 
battling desperately for life, the one dear 
name, our sacred password * The Queen ' 
passing from man to man down our now 
thinned ranks. 

^ " Half blinded with smoke, I suddenly 
saw a sight that froze my blood with horror. 
A figure at the bottom of the hall had 
rushed into the middle of that mob. It was 
my mother, my own precious mother, she 
who had been so delicately brought up, so 
tenderly nurtured, so loved, that none of us 
would have allowed a hair of her head to be 
hurt. There she was, alone in that mob, 
the women jeering, mocking, and yeUing at 
her. How she had got there and broken 
through that infuriated throng I wondered 
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helplessly ; she seemed to have been carried 
away by the great tide of human brings. 
I learnt afterwards that at the first sound 
of that dreaded tocsin she had rushed out, 
and on hearing the dreadful report that 
they were massacring the Swiss Guard, 
her one prominent idea, her one and only 
thought, was to save her son or die with 
him. 

* " I had to look on at all this, powerless 
to intervene ; our orders were not to go for- 
ward, but to fall back, until we reached the 
private door of the royal apartments, and 
when there to stand firm, and if necessary 
die at our posts. I, a soldier, could not 
disobey my orders; I, the last officer left 
alive, could not leave the men. 

^ ^^ I had to see it all, and not Uft a finger 
to save her ; to see her face full of horror 
and her eyes of anguish. My one prayer to 
God was that she should not see me, that 
she should not recognise me or know that I, 
her son, was there, and had abandoned her 
to her fate. 

* " Once again our password * The Queen * 
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passed through our ranks, and my mother 
was still there, wildly gazing up to each 
pike with its dreadful burden, and looking 
at each gory head. The mob had found out 
what she was looking for; the women, 
taking a bleeding head oS a pike, held it 
up to her, saying, ^ Kiss it ; it is your son ; ' 
and she, thinking that it was her son, held 
out her arms to it, and they took it down 
and threw it in her lap, crying out with loud 
cruel laughter, * Take it home and put it in 
the pot-au'feu — a dainty dish for an aristo- 
crat/ Peals of laughter resounded on all 
sides at this sally. I could scarcely breathe. 
I prayed for death. Again the password 
was repeated, now only by three ; the 
rest were all dead. With our backs to 
the door, our faces to the foe, we still stood 
firm. 

*"At that moment my mother's eyes 
caught mine. God was merciful to me, for 
she did not recognise me ; a strange calm 
seemed to have come over her; she was 
smiling to herself, and seemed almost happy. 
The last drop in my cup of sorrow flowed 

h 



Digitized by 



Google 



146 ON THE BANKS OF THE SEINE 

over then, for I knew that, even'if I survived 
this night, my mother would never know 
me again. 

* " The three of us left locked our arms 
together, and, pressing close to each other, 
stood at bay Uke hunted beasts, our strength 
well-nigh exhausted, but with strength 
enough still left to whisper to each other, 
* The Queen, the Queen.' 

* " The floor ran with blood. When the 
torches had died out and daylight broke, 
the Swiss Guard lay stiff and cold, packed 
in one compact tight mass before the door 
of the royal apartments which they had 
defended with their hves — a ghastly heap 
of headless corpses. Their heads were then 
being paraded on pikes through the streets 
of Paris, the mob shouting and dancing 
with deUght, glorying in the fact that they 
had killed all the Swiss Guard. No, not all, 
for one sohtary man was still there, unable 
to stand, crouched with his back against the 
door, and holding on to his sword, murmur- 
ing mechanically and feebly the oft-repeated 
words, *The Queen, the Queen,' and not 
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attempting to parry even the blow of a long 
pike levelled at him. 

* " At the further end of the gallery was 
another figure, still holding in her lap the 
gory head of one of the Swiss Guard, which 
dropped from her hands as she was carried 
on in the rush of that ferocious mob." 

^True to his oath/ said La Dame 
Blanche, ^ and to his promise to his captain, 
true to the corps of gallant men who one 
and all had laid down their lives for their 
Queen, the last of the Guard remained at his 
post. With failing sight and gasping breath 
he fell at last across the bleeding bodies of 
his comrades, and while falling cried out with 
almost superhuman effort, " The Queen ! " 
startling even those fiends in human shape 
who were still left there, blinded and stupe- 
fied with blood and smoke.' 
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CHAPTER X 

MADAME ELIZABETH 

I HAVE repeated these reminiscences of 
La Dame Blanche as she told them to me ; 
for years and years she had not mentioned 
them to any one, and it was the mere ac- 
cident of our repeating the words fiire 
corrnne wne Autrichienne which had opened 
the old floodgates of her memory. Once 
they were unlocked, it seemed to be a relief 
to her to tell her sad story. 

The delight of the brother and sister at 
meeting again after all these years was beyond 
description. Strong eflEorts were at once 
made by the Roman Catholics to move him 
from the hulks, and the EngUsh Govern- 
ment gave permission for him to be taken 
to the lodgings of La Dame Blanche on 
the understanding that he gave his parole 
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not to attempt an escape. In consequence 
of this act of kindness she never would tell 
us anjHihing of the life and treatment of the 
French prisoners on board the hulks. * Let 
others tell their experience/ she said; * I could 
not be so disloyal to the country which 
sheltered me and the other nuns, and which 
performed such an act of generosity and 
kindness as to allow my brother to end his 
days with me. After such treatment I could 
not betray the secrets of the prison-house.' 

Once more I take up her narrative as 
related to her by her brother : 

^ When morning broke, a man and woman 
entered the hall through a side door. They 
went from body to body to see if any of that 
gallant band had a spark of life left in them. 
The man was a priest, and it was in order 
to give the last Sacrament to the dying, to 
try and help them on their last journey, and 
to whisper words of comfort, peace, and 
hope in their ears, that he had come. 

* My brother's face was so disfigured that 
the priest and the woman failed to recognise 
him. The priest went hastily for assistance 
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while the woman sat by him chafing his 
cold hands. More attendants soon came, 
and the wounded and miconscious man was 
carried with tenderness and loving care 
through the door which he had risked his 
life to protect, through the Queen's own 
private apartments to another room, and 
placed on a bed in a small curtained recess. 
There his wounds were carefully dressed, 
his hands and face bathed, and all that 
womanly sympathy and help could do was 
done for him. Life slowly returned, and 
gradually his brain-power was restored to 
him. 

*The Abb6 Edgeworth, the faithful 
priest who afterwards comforted Louis XVI. 
in his dying moments on the dread scaffold, 
then told him all : how the Swiss Guard 
had saved the lives of the Queen and royal 
family — which news was his one solitary 
ray of comfort. Looking up, he saw, to his 
astonishment, that the calm figure in black 
nursing him was Madame Elizabeth (La 
Sainte). She, the delicately nurtured 
Princess who had been most carefully 
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guarded from all horrible sights and sounds, 
had gone out into that dreadful hall, true to 
her woman's heart and at the earnest request 
of her sister-in-law the Queen, in the vain 
hope of finding some of the Guard still alive; 
she then recognised my brother and brought 
him, unconscious, through the royal apart- 
ments. She had saved his life, and was 
now doing her best to make that flickering 
spark of Ufe grow stronger. Gently she 
told him how, during that fearful night, for 
the first time they saw tears pouring down 
the Queen's face, as she sat crouched on the 
floor, or on her knees, praying for her faithful 
Swiss Guard. 

* Neither she nor the King, who sat 
motionless like a statue, dared move out of 
that room ; their children were with them, 
and they feared every moment that the mob 
would penetrate into their rooms and 
massacre them also. In the morning, when 
the King and Queen were told that all that 
gallant corps were dead, the grief of the 
Queen was overwhelming. 

* Though my brother's sufferings were 
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terrible, in three days' time he was up and 
put on the disguise which Madame EUza- 
beth had prepared for him; for if it had 
been discovered that he was still aUve, the 
infuriated mob would have shown him no 
mercy. 

^ Madame Elizabeth had nursed him night 
and day, and never left him ; and he would 
sit and gaze at her, loving and reverencing 
her as a saint. Every evening the Dauphin 
came into the room, as she always heard 
his prayers. The boy was unnerved and 
frightened; though he had actually seen 
none of those fearful sights, he had heard 
the hoarse cries of the cruel mob, "A. la 
Lanteme ! k la Lanteme ! " and had never 
forgotten the fearful return journey from 
Varennes and the dreadful entry into Paris. 

* Madame Elizabeth did everything for 
the royal family at that time. On her own 
responsibility she had sent away all the 
maids, serving-men, and personal attendants. 
"We can have no more hves sacrificed for 
us," she said to the King, and both King and 
Queen consented. To one and all Madame 
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Elizabeth gave some small present as a re- 
membrance ; to each and all she said with 
a mournful smile, " I am doomed ; I shall 
never leave Paris alive." 

* Each moment now was precious. It was 
necessary for my brother, the last of the Swiss 
Guard, to gather all his strength and pluck 
and leave Paris. The King said he must 
go, the Queen said the same, and ^4a 
Sainte " carried to him the royal commands. 

*The Abb6 Edgeworth came to hear 
his confession, give him absolution, and 
prepare him with all spiritual help to go 
out once again into the world. 

* It was arranged that he should leave 
at twelve o'clock that night, dressed in the 
uniform of the National Guard, brought to 
him by Madame Elizabeth — the only safe 
dress for him to wear in Paris. One faith- 
ful servant, a groom, undertook to get him 
safely out of the palace, for it was as dan- 
gerous to get away from that building as 
to enter in ; every one was so suspicious, so 
afraid that the royal family would again 
attempt flight. 
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^ He was alone in his room^ dressed in his 
disguise, when Madame Elizabeth entered ; 
she glided in, and Iq^^^^*^ ^^^ small white 
hands onhis benthead; to his appeal, "What 
shall I do ? " she rephed, " Eestez tranquille," 
then blessed him in a trembUng voice, and, 
bending down, kissed him on both cheeks, 
saying " Good-bye, last of the Swiss Guard ! " 
He was too agitated to speak, but humbly 
bent and kissed the hem of her garment and 
muttered the old password, " The Queen/' 

* Slowly, for he was still weak, he followed 
his guide, and, on leaving the palace, the last 
sight which he saw was Madame Elizabeth 
standing in the middle of the room, her hands 
crossed upon her breast, and her eyes fixed 
as if she saw a vision. Walking almost 
mechanically, he first went to his mother's 
house, where he found only one faithful old 
servant, who told him how his mother, at 
the sound of the tocsin and the roars and 
yells of the mob, shouting their infuriated 
cries of " Death to the Swiss Guard ! " had 
rushed out into the streets alone and had 
never returned; how I, his young sister, 



Digitized by 



Google 



MADAME ELIZABETH ^ 156 

paying no heed to her (the maid's) entreaties, 
had put on boy's clothes, and, breaking away 
from her hold, had also rushed out alone into 
the streets and had not returned. 

* When he had heard the servant's story 
he realised fully that he was alone in Paris, 
feeling convinced that his mother and sister 
must have perished in the streets on that 
fatal night. It was impossible to hope that 
they — the one a delicate frail woman, the 
other a tender girl — could have gone through 
those streets unscathed and aUve. 

* He had neither money nor friends, but 
couldpaint a Uttle ; so he decided to go to one 
of the many small lodgings in Paris and 
ask for a room, offering some small pictures 
as hostages for payment of rent. Fortu- 
nately he fell into the hands of some fairly 
honest people — they were not all bad at 
Paris at that time. All the love of his life 
was now centred in Madame EKzabeth, 
and he had an intense longing to remain in 
the capital, and hear what would be the fate 
of the royal family. He saw the King and 
then the Queen led to the scaffold ; in the 
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cmsh no one noticed him following the sad 
procession; he was so dishevelled and 
gaunt-looking that the mob took him for 
one of themselves and let him pass un- 
noticed. 

* Then the news flew through the streets 
that Madame EUzabeth was to be guillo- 
tined; her only crime was that she was 
the King's sister, a king's granddaughter — 
one of that nest of vipers, the hated race of 
Bourbons ! 

^ Her last words to him, on wishing him 
good-bye, when he passionately asked her, 
" What shall I do ?" had been " Eestez tran- 
quille." He could not do that now ; he 
must rescue her at any price or die in the 
attempt. Heedless of the noise and tumult, 
he rushed towards the place of execution. 
Cart after cart passed him, but she was not 
in them. The report must be false, he 
thought ; they could not, even they dare not, 
lift a finger against " La Sainte." But the 
sounds which suddenly met his ears were 
only too well known to him; he had 
heard them before on that fatal night in the 
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Tuileries. As the procession approached he 
scanned it eagerly and saw her pale and 
cakn. She had not the stately grace, the 
proud bearing of the Queen, but she had a 
heavenly smile on her face, and a light not 
of this world in her large and earnest eyes. 
Struggling and fighting, he managed to get to 
the front, and ran alongside the cart. In 
the midst of all the yells and excitement 
he involuntarily uttered once more the old 
familiar password, " The Queen." Again he 
shouted, "The Queen, the Queen! " "No, 
not the Queen," repeated many jeering 
voices, " the Queen's sister, the cursed one ; " 
andagain the loud yells of the maddenedmob 
rent the air. So foul was the language, so 
opprobrious and vile were the names which 
they called her, that a faint tinge of colour 
rose to the pale white face ; the earnest eyes 
looked troubled ; the thin hands trembled, 
and for one moment it looked as if she must 
give way and break down : but only for one 
moment. Her gaze fell on the prematurely 
aged face of the young man running along- 
side the cart ; she held one thin hand up in 
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the air, and from those pale lips came the 
words, " Bestez tranquille." ^ 

^ As she passed on, a casement was sud^ 
denly thrown open, and the Abb6 Edge- 
worth's voice was heard pronouncing the 
Absolution. Fortified and comforted by 
these blessed words, the old peaceful happy 
look came back to her face, and she paid no 
more heed to the excited mob, who kept 
singing their ribald songs. 

* My brother remained rooted to the spot, 
gazing after the cart till it turned a comer. 
Poignantly did he then feel that he was 
alone in Paris. 

*In a short time the crowd returned, 
wildly gesticulating and teUing each other 
that they had seen the last of that cursed 
race, whohadnow atoned by their martyrdom 
for the sins and follies of their forefathers. 
The mob was satisfied with its work ; the 
calm and beautiful death of Madame Eliza- 
beth, "la Sainte," had satiated even their 

craving for blood.' 

/ 

^ History has never repeated this fact, hut I was told it 
hy La Dame Blanche. 
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CHAPTEE XI 

THE LAST OF THE SWISS GUARD 

' Sad and weary, my brother returned to his 
lodgings ; tired of Paris and his loneliness, 
and longing intensely to leave the capital, 
the City of Abomination. 

* He felt that he could no longer stay in 
the city which had become a byword to all 
nations, and was held up to universal scorn 
and contumely— the city where every one 
was afraid of his neighbour, and some even 
of their own flesh and blood : it was so easy 
for a starving man to make a few pennies 
by denouncing to the Government his father, 
brother, or sister. But it was impossible for 
him to get a passport. In despair he went 
down to the river, little thinking that his 
mother and sister had gone the same road — 
that they had washed the banks of the Seine 
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with their tears — ^that they had wandered 
down those banks till the morning broke. 
As he lay on the banks looking at the glim- 
mering river shining under a warm bright 
smiy old recollections came back to him. 

^ Then he wandered to the old bridge^ and 
looked down on the dark blue waters as if 
fascinated by them. If he could just drop 
over and be carried along by the mighty tide I 

* He left the bridge with an inward vow 
that he would never return to it, lest the 
temptation should be too strong for him and 
he should take away the life which God had 
given to him, doubtless for some good pur- 
pose ; for why otherwise should he have 
survived that night of horror and all his 
comrades have been killed ? 

* Whilst slowly walking through the 
streets he met the man who had helped him 
to escape, and in whose charge Madame 
Elizabeth had placed him. The man was 
dressed in a sailor's suit, and evidently did 
not at first recognise the once smart officer 
of the Swiss Guard, on whom poverty, 
misery, and loneliness had set their mark.' 
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La Dame Blanche always spoke of her 
brother as * Mon fr6re ; ' she never men- 
tioned his Christian name. Once she said 
sadly to us, * When we meet again face to 
face on the resurrection mom, the dear old 
familiar name shall be uttered.' 

* My brother told his friend,' continued 
La Dame Blanche, * how long he had tried 
to get out of Paris, but had always found it 
impracticable; how impossible it was for 
him, in asking for his passport, to say that 
he was an officer of the Swiss Guard — ^for 
he scorned to tell a lie. His friend told 
him to come with him and volunteer on 
board one of the French men-of-war, stating 
that it was a free life, no questions were 
asked, and that even his nationality would 
not be inquired into. All sorts and condi- 
tions of men were at this period in the 
French navy ; as long as they got men the 
Government did not ask where they came 
from. My brother pondered for an instant ; 
then, putting his hand in his friend's, said 
that he would go with him. 

* There was no other choice for him, for 

M 
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he well knew that even if he succeeded in 
getting his passport he could never return 
to Austria. The first question asked would 
be, " Where is your mother ? " What would 
they say when they heard that he had stood 
by whilst his mother, unprotected, was in- 
sulted and jeered at by the mob, and he had 
not hf ted a finger to help her ? He knew 
in his heart that he had done his duty that 
night ; that he could not, dare not break his 
oath to his captain ; that if he had gone to 
his mother's help it would have made a gap 
in the ranks, and have enabled the infuriated 
mob to break through and get into the 
royal apartments. But would they, in his 
Fatherland, think that he had done his duty 
that night ? No ! He could never go back 
there. In that moment he realised that he 
had lost all; that it was not merely his 
mother, sister, and regiment which he had 
lost, but his country also, his " Vaterland." 
* So he grasped his friend's hand, and 
together they went to the bureau ; the ques- 
tions which were asked were answered by 
his friend, who said that my brother was 
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too shy to answer for himself. Then he 
was informed that he was enrolled as a 
volunteer on board a French cruiser, and 
was taken to a room where his clothes 
were removed, and he was told to put on 
the dress of a French sailor and follow a 
couple of sailors, who marched him off to 
the courtyard, where there were several 
other men similarly dressed. 

* These men, coupled together for fear 
they should escape, were then given a 
good meal, and, after many long weari- 
some marches, arrived at a seaport: my 
brother did not know or care to know the 
name of the town. It was soon found out 
that he knew his drill well, so in a week 
he embarked on board a ship which sailed 
at once for the Mediterranean. Disease 
was daily thinning the ranks, but he seemed 
to lead a charmed life ; even in battle he 
escaped while many were shot down at his 
side ; the ofl&cers put him in all the posts of 
importance and danger, as they said that 
nothing seemed to hurt him. At last a 
desperate engagement took place with an 

m3 
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English ship. My brother's ship was 
boarded by a party of English sailors and 
taken, and he, with several others, was sent 
as a prisoner on board one of the English 
ships and taken to one of the noisome, foul 
hulks at Portsmouth. He made no attempt 
to escape, as many did, only to be brought 
back to the hulks and be treated still more 
cruelly, but waited for death, feeling sure 
that it was slowly coming, for no constitu- 
tion could stand the suffering, mental and 
bodily, which he had gone through. Then, 
when on the brink of the grave, he was 
discovered by the French nun, his sister, 
who was allowed to go amongst the French 
prisoners on board the hulks.' 

Such was La Dame Blanche's story of 
her brother. She promised him that she 
would never return to Austria, even if better 
and more peaceful times should come — that 
none of their family should ever hear or 
know that he had failed his mother in her 
hour of trial. In vain she strove to persuade 
him that he could not have done otherwise 
— that he could not break his word and 
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disobey the dying command of his captain. 
This was the one thing, the one thought, 
that distressed him on his deathbed — his 
one dread that his people would hear of it, 
and that it would leave a stain on the name 
which he had tried so hard to keep bright 
and pure. 

* I shall never forget the last night which 
we spent together on this earth,' said La 
Dame Blanche. * As he was slowly passing 
away I thought that I saw his lips move ; 
1 fancied that I heard a faint whisper. 
Bending lower and lower, I heard it again ; 
his last words were the old familiar pass- 
word, "The Queen, the Queen.'' Had he 
indeed met her face to face ? Perhaps, but 
1 knew now that he was at rest. 

* All was over now and I was left alone ; 
no one to care for or take any interest in me. 
For some time I sat motionless ; people came 
in and asked questions which I could not 
answer. A weight lay on my heart, but all 
that time my faith never wavered or shook ; I 
asked merely to be left alone. I performed 
all the last sad offices for him, and did 
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not allow any one to touch him. Whilst 
performing those offices I saw only too 
plainly the marks and scars which had 
been left on his body by those cruel pikes. 
How beautiful he looked in his last long 
sleep, all trace of suffering gone, and a 
smile on his lips ! How proud I was of him, 
the last of a long line of soldiers I Those 
last few hours which we had spent together 
had been peaceful — ^nay, almost happy. After 
nobly fighting and laying down his hfe he 
had gone to sleep Uke a tired child, com- 
forted, strengthened, and supported by the 
rites and ceremonies of our Holy Church, 
and waiting patiently for his summons. 

* My humble Httle room under the slates 
was turned into a chapelle ardente. But even 
when he lay in the middle of the room, with 
lights burning roundjiim and a large crucifix, 
lent by some good CathoKcs, hanging over 
him, I could not fully realise my sorrow and 
loss. All night I sat watching, and, though 
I felt that all was well for him and for me, 
a prayer once escaped my lips that I too 
might die and join him. 
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* Morning broke at last — a cold, grey, 
English morning. The tapers burnt yellow 
in the early dawn, when my faithful friend, 
the English marine, slowly and quietly 
entered the room. Eeverently he knelt by 
the open coffin and laid on my brother's 
breast his last token of respect, a small 
cross of white flowers. Neither of us uttered 
a word. The silence was broken by the 
entrance of a stranger, an official, who came 
to inquire the name of my brother, in order 
that it might be inscribed on the parish 
register, and what I wished to be put on the 
coffin lid. Faithful to my brother's wish I 
could not and would not give his name. I 
was almost tempted to give a false name, 
but, thank God, I resisted the temptation ; 
I could not bury him with a lie. Hastily 
looking up, I took a piece of paper and wrote 
on it, for I still could not speak, " Chevalier 
sans peur et sans reproche," and this I placed 
in the man's hand. Then there was another 
arrival, and I was told that the funeral would 
be at three o'clock. It was then nine o'clock. 
I sat beside the coffin until I suddenly 
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realised that only half an hour was left and 
that I must say good-bye for ever. Passion- 
ately I kissed his long thin hands and smooth 
white hair ; I knelt by his side and prayed, 
that he might be the first to come and meet 
me when my time came ; then I took a last, 
long, lingering look at him. At three o'clock 
heavy steps announced the approach of the 
bearers ; I arose silently and saw the coffin 
closed; on the lid they had placed the 
words which I gave the official : 

" Chevalieb 
sans peur et sans reproche." 

'My task was done. I had nothing 
more to do now but follow him to his last 
resting-place. I would not have had him 
back again for worlds. 

'Many pitied the bent and shivering 
figure of the weeping sister, following to a 
strange grave in a foreign land the body of 
a French prisoner. But a gladness was in 
my heart, for I knew that none of his fears 
had come to pass: his horror that at one 
time he might die the death of a suicide ; 
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his agony that in his dark hour of sufiering 
he might, hke Job, be tempted to curse God 
and die ; his dread that he might die alone 
with no one but aUens to close his eyes, and 
no priest to give him absolution and make 
him feel that all his sins were forgiven him, 
even that last sin which was always present 
with him — the sin of deserting his mother. 
All this had been spared him, and, though I 
was left alone, I did not wish to have him 
restored. 

* I often visited his grave, and one day 
found a small cross in rough stone over it, 
on which was inscribed in red letters the 
inscription which I had given for the coffin- 
Ud. My faithful friend the marine had got 
up a subscription for it amongst the English 
and Irish Eoman Catholics, each of whom 
gave something, without asking any ques- 
tions, though, as he said, one or two shrugged 
their shoulders on hearing that a nameless 
prisoner from the hulks should have that 
long inscription put on his stone.' 

In my life of wanderings I have come 
across all sorts and conditions of men and 
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women, all ages, all nations, but none were 
so interesting as La Dame Blanche. We 
fancied her troubles had prematurely aged 
her, for she said that at thirty she some- 
times felt quite old and worn out. For a 
long time she had lived a curiously lonely 
life, absorbed in meditation, constant in 
prayer, keeping her identity to herself and 
cutting herself off from all her relations and 
friends. Her one solace and comfort seemed 
to be soUtude in the convent chapel, kneel- 
ing before the statue of Our Lady. No 
complaint ever came from her lips, and to us 
she said, * Some day the curtain will be 
lifted and I shall see and understand.' The 
nuns looked upon her as a sort of saint, to 
be in the same convent with whom was a 
privilege ; they almost fancied that she had 
a marvellous power in her, and that what- 
ever she prayed for would be granted. 
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CHAPTEE XII 

GEOBGE in. AND HENBT DUEE OF TOBK 

After her brother's death La Dame Blanche 
no longer paid her weekly visits to the hulks ; 
to go there was too painful for her, so she 
asked to be allowed to go to the prison 
instead, but permission to do so was not 
granted. I fancy, from what she told us, 
that she broke down utterly after the death 
of her brother, whose sufferings made a 
terrible impression on her. It had been 
such an intense joy to her to see him again — 
such bitter agony to meet again only to 
part. 

One day, when still at Portsmouth, where 
she and her aunt remained for two more 
years, she was told that a gentleman wished 
to see her, and to her surprise he brought a 
message from King George summoning her 
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to come and see him and Queen Charlotte. 
Her aunt, who also wished to get permission 
to visit the prison, had had an interview with 
the King, who had most kindly granted her 
wish, asking at the same time the names of 
the sisters who were to go and visit the 
French prisoners. 

* My aunt,' continued La Dame Blanche, 
* gave the names of all excepting mine, at 
the same time explaining why she could not 
give my name. The King was so interested 
in hearing my story that he expressed a 
wish to see me, and I was obliged to obey 
the royal commands. With fear and 
trembling I went. I could not speak 
English fluently, and wondered if his 
Majesty could speak French. I was con- 
veyed to the hotel where the King and 
Queen were staying, and was at once taken 
to the royal presence. In my early days I 
had been so accustomed to the pomp and 
luxury of the French Court, the beautiful 
Queen, the smart pages, the gorgeous dresses 
of the household, and the splendour of the 
royal apartments, that on first going into 
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the room I could not believe it was a royal 
apartment and that the homely couple sitting 
side by side on a horsehair sofa were the 
Sovereigns of a mighty and powerful king- 
dom. Afterwards it was explained to me 
that this apartment was only a private 
sitting-room in the hotel, and that they had 
only come down for the night to review the 
fleet. 

* The King, who was dressed in the uni- 
form of an English admiral (she described it 
as hideous), rose when I came in, and, taking 
me kindly by the hand, said to the Queen, 
" This is the niece of the Lady Abbess ; for 
a long time she has been identified with the 
late French Court." 

* The royal French was very bad : both 
had a strong German accent, and the King 
spoke with a sort of hesitation or stammer, 
which, I was told, always became worse when 
he attempted to speak French. 

* On seeing his hesitation I turned to the 
Queen and said, " I can speak German if 
your Majesty will allow me to speak in that 
language." 
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* Looking very much surprised, the Queen 
said to me, "Are you a German?" "I 
was once," I replied, "but nuns have no 
nationality." 

* I entered their presence nervous, 
prejudiced against them, and wishing I 
could have refused their conmaands : I left 
it full of admiration for the royal pair. 
The King was an ugly man with a red face, 
and a loud voice which seemed to get louder 
as he became interested in his subject. All 
his hesitation went after a time. 

* Both he and the Queen were bourgeois ; 
she was essentially German looking, not 
Austrian, whilst the King was a regular 
EngUshman in appearance. They seemed 
a devoted couple, always appealing to each 
other, and the King was full of little atten- 
tions to his consort — even stooping to pick 
up the pocket-handkerchief which she had 
dropped. 

* They were deeply interested in hearing 
all about my last interview with Marie 
Antoinette. The Queen asked many ques- 
tions as to the dress and manner of her ill- 
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fated sister, as she called Marie Antoinette ; 
and the King kept interrupting the Queen, 
asking many questions himself. When I 
told them how I dressed my little Saint 
Louis, as I still called the Dauphin, both the 
King and Queen were deeply interested and 
affected. On leaving their presence the 
Queen gave me a Bible and seemed quite 
hurt when I said I could not accept the 
royal gift as it was a Protestant one ; they 
both seemed very much astonished at my 
refusal, but the King remarked in English 
to the Queen, " I admire her courage." 

* My time was up and I had to leave. 
The two Sovereigns were going to review 
their fleet, so they dismissed me, the King 
giving me in writing a special order for the 
sister who had succeeded my aunt as Lady 
Abbess to visit the French prisoners once 
a week, and a passport for her and the nuns 
to leave England as soon as they wished. 
My first impression of them was that they 
were homely and uninteresting, but after a 
time I was much struck with their interest 
in everything connected with France and 
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the French Court. I was full of admiration 
also at their sympathy and love for each 
other. Altogether my interview lasted two 
hours. Though I felt that they would never 
inspire me with the chivalrous sentiment of 
idolatry and worship which I had entertained 
for Louis XVI. and Marie Antoinette, I could 
quite understand the outburst of cheering 
which broke from the crowd as the royal 
pair entered their carriage and drove ofE 
to the dockyard. It was a strange interview 
for me to have gone through, and I appre- 
ciated and understood the delicacy of the 
King and Queen in never asking me my name. 
* They had been more than kind to me 
and to the Lady Abbess, who at once 
decided to go to Eome, having nothing to 
keep her in England. Eumours were 
floating about that France was returning to 
reason and the old faith. Many priests had 
already returned there in disguise ; one or 
two attempts had been made to open some of 
the churches, and the Lady Abbess and her 
sisters all hoped that the time was coming 
when they might return to their peaceful 
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convent home in France, where all their 
hopes and interests were centred. The 
Lady Abbess summoned all her sisters, and 
gave them their choice either to go with her 
or stay behind. They had arrived in Eng- 
land a party of fifteen, three of whom had 
died from the effects of climate and the 
sufferings which they had gone through. 
Five of them chose to remain behind ; they 
dared not face the uncertainty of travelling 
and that stormy sea again. The rest of us 
hopeless women landed, after much suffer- 
ing, at some port in Holland, where three 
died, and where three others remained in a 
convent. 

* I settled to go with the Lady Abbess to 
Eome, as the Abbess had several relics 
which she wished to present to the Pope. 
We had to travel through Austria, so I was 
once more in the land of my childhood. This 
was my greatest trial, for after my promise 
to my brother it was impossible for me to 
go and see my relations ; but as the Lady 
Abbess was very busy we only stopped one 
day in Vienna. 

N 
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*In the dull twilight I went to the 
churchyard where my father and many of 
my people were buried. No one recognised 
me, and, after prapng by their graves, I 
returned to the convent where we had put 
up. After some days of wearisome travel- 
ling we entered the Eternal City ; there, to 
add to our troubles, the Lady Abbess fell 
ill, and remained a long time too ill to do 
any business, so I had to tell the Cardinal 
that she wished to entrust the sacred relics 
to his care. A curious coincidence then 
happened: I had recently been graciously 
received by the King of England, and the 
Cardinal to whom I was now presented was 
no other than the last of the Stuarts, Henry 
of York, King of England, as the College of 
Cardinals called him. 

*My interviews with him were most 
interesting ; he was so interested in all the 
papers and relics sent by the Lady Abbess 
that he insisted upon going to see her at 
the convent. The Lady Abbess thought 
that she was dying, and the idea of leaving 
me, who had been solemnly entrusted to 
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her care on her death-bed by the last 
Superior of the convent, alone and un- 
protected in Kome haunted her. She there- 
fore confided to the Cardinal all my history, 
and he promised her faithfully that if she 
died he would look after me and see that 
I was sent under proper care to her own 
convent in France. 

* My whole heart seemed to have gone 
out to the royal Cardinal ; he was so hand- 
some and saintly-looking. He was more 
excited by hearing about my interview with 
King George than by hearing of the royal 
family of France, and I had to repeat to 
him over and over again all King George 
had said to me. I told him that King 
George gave me the idea of being a 
thoroughly good and honest King ; in fact, 
if I had seen more of him, he would almost 
have inspired me with affection, but that 
his personal appearance, abrupt manners, 
and hesitation of speech would never inspire 
me with any feehng of enthusiasm. 

* To my surprise the Cardinal then asked 
me if I knew that he himself was the right- 
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ful King of England, Henry IX. I did not 
know this, but replied humbly, " Mon- 
seigneur, you look like a King," and I knelt 
down at once to kiss his outstretched hand. 
He gave me an audience of quite an hour, 
talking incessantly, like his cousin King 
George ; but while King George had made 
me sit down in the royal presence, the 
Cardinal never once thought of offering me 
a seat. 

* On dismissing me he said, " You have 
been received by Henry of England," I 
think he had been much hurt at my speak- 
ing of King George as King of England ; for, 
turning to his chaplain with a cold smile, he 
said, " She means the Elector of Hanover." 

*0n reaching the door I knelt once 
more and he gave me his blessing ; he awed 
me more than Louis XVI. had ever done. 

'His chaplain, who conducted me to the 
door, remarked, " Some day he will be King 
of England ; " but added, " Whatis the use of 
an earthly crown to a Cardinal of the Holy 
Eoman Church ? " 

'I only saw him once again, and that 
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was at a grand procession held at St. Peter's 
at Home when the Pope entered, surrounded 
by his Cardinals. First and foremost 
among them, with a far-away look in his 
eyes, was Henry of York. He was much 
loved and respected in Kome. People said 
that he had no ambition to be King of 
England, preferring to be Cardinal in 
Eome. He knew that it was hopeless to 
try to bring back England to his own faith, 
and he had the greatest horror of blood being 
shed for him. He often came to see the 
Lady Abbess, and very often talked with 
her about England ; she told him how few 
and far between the Koman CathoHcs were, 
how England was Protestant to the back- 
bone, and that the only way for him to 
regain his throne was to deny the faith of 
his fathers — a course which was simply im- 
possible. Of all the Stuarts he was the 
most devoted adherent to the Church. 

*It was indeed curious that I should 
have had audiences with both these Kings. 
From all accounts the Cardinal was much 
pleased to hear that England was so pros- 
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perous and united, and that at last she had 
a king whom she really loved and respected. 
He used to speak a good deal to the Lady 
Abbess about the ill-fated expedition to Eng- 
land of his brother, Prince Charles Edward, 
sajang that his brother had never forgotten 
his friends in Scotland. The Cardinal knew 
by name many of the Scottish nobility, and 
almost shed tears in talking of the sad fate 
which befell so many of them.' 

In fact, of all her reminiscences which 
La Dame Blanche had related to us, none 
were so interesting to us as those of Henry 
of York. On looking back all these years 
I cannot recall that I ever came face to face 
with any one else who had ever spoken to 
the royal Cardinal, and kissed the hand of 
the last of the Stuarts. Henry of York is so 
Httle known to most Enghsh people, that 
perhaps these trifling incidents concerning 
him may be of interest to many who still 
love and revere the memory of that race of 
Kings. 
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THE END OF A LONG LIFE 

*Thb Lady Abbess had settled all her 
business, her health was re-established for 
the moment, and so she determined to go 
home, having delivered most of the relics 
of her convent to safe keeping. After her 
terrible experience she felt that she could 
never be sure that they might not be taken 
by the sacrilegious mob, and perhaps scat- 
tered to the four winds of heaven. We 
were ready to start, but she dreaded the 
long journey more than I can describe. 
She had made great friends with Henry of 
York's private chaplain, who, strange to 
say, was an Englishman, full of interest and 
curiosity to hear all about his country, at 
times very sad at the thought that his 
master was the last of the ill-fated race of 
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Stuarts, and longing intensely to go back to 
his native country, but feeling that he never 
could go there during the hfetime of the 
royal Cardinal. He looked upon him as a 
God, often telling us that he spent half his 
time praying for the repose of the souls of 
his royal ancestors. He told us that 
amongst the things which the Cardinal 
prized more than anything he had were the 
betrothal ring Queen Henrietta Maria had 
given to King Charles I., and a small clock 
which was in Charles II. 's bedroom at the 
time of his death. 

' The Cardinal died in 1807. His faith- 
ful chaplain never left him day or night 
during his illness ; he came afterwards to 
see the Lady Abbess in her convent, as it 
was on the way to England, where he was 
going to see his people after many years of 
absence. 

* The Cardinal's end was as peaceful as 
his life had been. His whole heart and 
soul had been centred in his Church, and 
he never seemed to have regretted his re- 
nunciation of the throne of his ancestors ; 
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for once a priest and a cardinal it would 
have been impossible for him to reign in 
Protestant England.' 

La Dame Blanche did not see the 
chaplain herself, hearing from the Lady 
Abbess only the account of Henry of York's 
death. He, the chaplain, asked kindly 
after her, sending her his blessing ; but his 
heart was full of sorrow at the death of his 
master, to whom he was so tenderly attached. 
Strangely fascinating were the powers which 
the Stuarts always exercised over their 
personal attendants. Henry of York, by 
his chaplain's account, seems in that 
respect to have been like his predecessors. 
He had not the physique of his brother. 
Prince Charles Edward, being more deli- 
cately made ; but with the exception of the 
martyr King, Charles I., he seems to have 
been the most refined-looking of all that 
line of Princes. 

Masses for the repose of his soul were 
constantly said in the little convent, 
the simple nuns wondering who the King 
was, when the priest gave out the name. 
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Henry of York, Cardinal and King of Eng- 
land. 

What a long, long time ago all these 
recollections took us back 1 The old histori- 
cal names, which to her were so familiar, 
read to us like history. La Dame Blanche 
revived all the past, and brought us face to 
face with it, so that the characters seemed to 
live and move, and be amongst us all. What 
a life hers had been — no wonder she lived in 
the past ! At the end of her earthly pil- 
grimage she seemed to hve over again those 
early days of horror ; often, when apparently 
asleep, her drawn white face had an expres- 
sion of anguish and suffering upon it ; often 
she sat up in bed holding long imaginary 
conversations with her mother or brother ; 
now she was floating down the Seine, or 
dressing Saint Louis in her clothes, filling 
his little pockets with comforts ; now she 
was rushing through the streets of Paris 
shouting in a feeble cracked voice, 'A la 
Lanteme ! A la Lanteme ! ' At one time 
she was waiting anxiously to hear the news 
of the royal family's flight to Varennes ; at 
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another she was trying to comfort the bitter 
disappointment of her mother on hearing of 
the failure of that journey. This sort of 
feverish excitement could not go on for long ; 
her strength gradually gave way, and she 
fell into a quiescent state. No one really 
knew how old she was; some said eighty, 
others ninety. She looked so old and 
shrunk, with that wonderful white hair, 
which every one said had become white 
prematurely. Her hands were thin and long, 
and always fidgeting as if seeking for some- 
thing. The last week of her hfe I was not 
with her ; too many in the room disturbed 
her ; the only person she then oared to have 
about her was my sister, who nursed her 
with a tenderness and devotion unsurpassed, 
scarcely ever leaving her room and seldom 
taking her clothes off; reading the old 
hymns and devotions to her in her dear 
native tongue, German. At the end of her 
life the old familiar language came back to 
her, and often she lay and murmured Ger- 
man hymns, which we as children had also 
learnt and loved so much. I think the fact 
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that both had been born and brought up in 
Germany was the strong bond between her 
and my sister. 

The nuns were now wonderfully good 
and patient to her, though she seemed to 
belong to almost another century than theirs. 
They all knew only too well how much she 
had suffered and yet had never complained, 
and saw that the end was really approaching, 
though so slowly, so gradually, so painlessly. 
She kept thanking God that the incessant 
restlessness had gone. As the day broke 
they saw that she was getting rapidly 
weaker. She became so much quieter that 
they thought she had passed away, but she 
suddenly raised her long thin hand and 
beckoned to my sister, who, hastily bending 
over her, heard her distinctly say, *Auf 
Wiedersehen.' My sister well knew from 
this that her old friend hoped to meet her in 
the regions above, that she knew her hour 
of deliverance had come, and that life's long 
pilgrimage for her was at last ended. 

So ends my story of La Dame Blanche. 
It is many years since her name has passed 
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my lips ; she belongs to * long ago.' It was 
only when accidentally turning out old let- 
ters and manuscripts that her story came 
back to me. It seemed to give her pleasure 
to live over again the old times and tell her 
reminiscences, in spite of all her sufferings. 
She gave my sister a tiny gold ring which 
the Dauphin, when quite a child, had given 
to her ; intrinsically it was worth nothing, 
but it was deeply valued and highly prized 
by my sister, as can well be imagined. 
Often, when we went to Paris as girls, we 
pictured to ourselves the awful time in 
which La Dame Blanche lived, the massacre 
of the Swiss Guard, the young girl following 
her mother through the streets of the city, 
walking and watching with her in fear and 
trembhng on the banks of the Seine. 
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CHAPTEE XIV 

Laurent's recollections 

During my residence in France I became 
very intimate with the wife of a French 
naval officer: from her I heard many 
touching anecdotes of the young Dauphin, 
some of which have not, I think, been 
published. Shortly after our introduction 
to each other she told me that she was the 
daughter or niece (I forget which) of 
Laurent. I was ignorant enough not to be 
any the wiser when she told me this ; then 
I learnt that Laurent was one of the men 
sent by the Eepublican Government to 
watch and take care of the Dauphin. When 
the Directory were quite certain that the 
poor boy's days were numbered they appa- 
rently considered that it did not much 
matter if a few days more or less of kind- 
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ness were shown him at the last. Laurent 
was a week with him before he could get 
the boy to utter a word ; nothing seemed 
able to make him break his silence : whether 
the long weary months of solitary confine- 
ment had taken the power of speech from 
him, or whether it was sulkiness or fear, 
Laurent could not tell. His eyes were always 
fixed on the door, from which he never took 
them, and the first faint whisper which 
Laurent heard was, * Does my mother know I 
am so ill ? ' Poor child ! he had no idea that 
his mother was dead. His next speech was, 
* Is ma tante still praying for us ? ' * Oui, 
Monseigneur,' answered Laurent pointedly. 
The child looked up and tears filled his eyes. 
It was long since the old familiar title had 
been given him, and when he heard it, with 
a strange nobility of feeling he grasped 
Laurent's hand, crying, * Don't let them hear 
you,' for he knew that he was always called 
Capet. Laurent then tried once again to 
induce him to talk, but not another word 
would the boy utter. 

On the third day Laurent brought a Uttle 
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kitten, thinking it would amuse him as he 
lay on his terrible bed of suffering, a mass 
of tumours, sores, and pain. That at last 
opened the floodgates, which nothing for 
a time seemed to stop. The kitten was 
something to pet and caress, so it was 
brought in and out surreptitiously, for 
the stem daily visitants would have 
dismissed Laurent had they seen it. The 
third day after the kitten's arrival Louis 
said, * Give it to my mother, she is in the 
next room.' Laurent, not caring to tell 
him of the Queen's death, took the kitten 
and let the child think that his mother had 
it. Now that the silence had been broken 
the Dauphin spoke more frequently, but it 
was nearly always the same pitiful cry, 
* Take me to my mother.' He would crawl 
to the door, and beg with sobs and tears to 
be allowed to go to his mother and his sister. 
Laurent at last told him that his mother 
had left the Temple, and no one knew where 
she had gone : her name after that was 
never mentioned. 

The Dauphin became steadily weaker. 
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and Laurent was so worn out by the con- 
stant attend£^,noe that he sent in his 
resignation. The poor child was always 
locked up alone at night, and his sufferings 
then must have been fearful, as he was so 
afraid of the dark. He positively refused to 
take his medicine, silently putting the glass 
aside ; and on Laurent asking why he was so 
naughty he answered shortly, * Because I 
want to die.' On the last morning of his 
attendance Laurent brought a book and 
asked the Dauphin to write his signature in 
it. I have seen the round childish writing, 
so shaky — ^ Charles Louis Capet.' He did 
not know how to spell * Capet,' and wrote 
* Caet ' with a small * p ' over it. The cruel 
Directory had made him sign his name 
to many foul and loathsome papers, none of 
which he understood, accusing his mother 
of many vile deeds, and he was always 
told to sign ^ Capet.' 

* Monseigneur,' said Laurent, 'I shall 
never see you again. Give me your hand 
and say, " God bless you." ' He was a kind, 
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good man, and had an idea that the royal 
boy's blessing would do him good. 

The poor child's answer was, * I have 
never said my prayers since I left my 
mother ; when I see her I shall pray again.' 

Laurent knelt by the bed and kissed 
the burning hot hand and whispered softly, 
' I often saw you when you were Duke of 
Normandy.' 

The Prince proudly answered, *I am 
King of France now.' 

Laurent kissed his hand once more, and 
gave him in charge of Gomin, who never left 
him night or day till he died. The Dauphin 
seemed fonder of Gomin than he had been 
of Laurent ; Gomin used to carry him up 
and down in his arms to relieve the dread- 
ful restlessness that seized him during the 
last few days of his life. How thin he was ! 
He became as Ught as a feather, but never 
murmured, never uttered a word of com- 
plaint, though he often said, ^ I want to die.' 

Can one imagine anything more pitiful, 
more sad than this child left for months 
alone, and dying by inches, whose daily cry 



Digitized by 



Google 



LAURENTS RECOLLECTIONS 195 

when locked up for the night was, ' Always 
alone and my mother in the next room ? ' It 
was as if all the sins of his father were 
visited on him, and he were atoning for them. 

During the last twenty-four hours of his 
life Gomin requested Laurent to come and 
help him with the Dauphin, who had asked 
for him. The Directory gave the requisite 
permission, and Laurent once more visited 
the sick child's apartments. He was moved 
to another room, a story higher. Laurent 
was carrying the pillows, and as the child 
passed his mother's door his eye was fixed 
on it and a Uttle gasping cry was heard. 
' She is not there,' said Gomin, and both 
he and Laurent felt the tears rush to their 
eyes. Laurent hastily left the room, and 
returned with a little puppy which be- 
longed to his children ; the royal boy 
stroked its head feebly, saying, ^Give it 
to my sister.' Laurent gave it the next 
morning, when he broke the news to 
Madame Koyale that her brother was dead. 

Laurent and Gomin were sitting side by 
side when the doctor came in, and some 
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officers of the National Guard, all of whom 
looked at him. One of them said, ^ Capet, 
look at me ; ' but the child lay as if in a sort 
of trance and did not move. Then twice he 
whispered, ' Mother, mother ! ' Laurent said 
that the day before his death he spoke more 
than he had done all through his illness, 
and chiefly of his father, describing most 
minutely his father's farewell, and how, if 
he had ever been king, he must forgive his 
father's murderers. He did not then men- 
tion his mother's name; it seemed as if 
it was too sacred to bring into ordinary con- 
versation, and it was only to himself he 
would tenderly say, ' Mother, mother ! ' He 
seemed to think that if he had always been 
Duke of Normandy these troubles would not 
have arisen. Gomin and Laurent were with 
him when he died, and Laurent's niece told 
me that her uncle said a most extraordinary 
light shone in the Dauphin's eyes. We all 
know the touching story of the beautiful 
music which the child heard, and which 
neither of the men heard, and of the radiant 
look and tone of surprise as he cried, ' Listen 
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to the music ! I hear my mother's voice 
amongst the angels' choir.' The two men 
dared scarcely move or breathe, Laurent 
saying that there was something super- 
natural happening. The child looked up and 
in a loud clear voice again cried, ^ Mother, 
mother ! ' then he pulled Laurent by the 
sleeve, saying, ' I have something I must tell 
you.' Both men stooped lower to hear 
what he had to say, but the thin fingers 
relaxed and dropped, and the last words of 
the Dauphin were spoken in Heaven. The 
two men wept bitterly when they saw that 
Louis XVII. was dead. They themselves 
tenderly laid out the little body ; then, re- 
verently closing the door, they went and re- 
ported the Dauphin's death to the National 
Assembly. ^ Capet est mort ' was Gomin's 
brief speech. 

A sudden sullen silence fell on the As- 
sembly; then three deputies were sent to 
verify the statement ; Gomin returned with 
them, and never left the room till the body 
was laid to rest. The ' enemy to France,' 
as the child was called, could do no more 
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harm now. Madame Laurent brought 
beautiful flowers and laid them on his 
breast, upon which were crossed the thin 
white hands. The once bright curly hair 
was now carefully dressed, and to his horror 
Laurent discovered that in some places it 
was grey. A smile played about the lips 
and the old childish beauty returned, though 
the face was worn and thin. The windows 
were opened, birds sang, and all Nature 
seemed rejoicing that the boy King's sufiEer- 
ings were ended at last, that the terrible 
nights of loneliness were over for ever now, 
that the craving to see his mother was 
satisfied and the pleading look in his eyes 
had vanished, that his one earnest wish and 
prayer had been heard by God, and that he 
was dead. 

In all the pages of history there is 
nothing so revolting as the treatment meted 
out to this little innocent child; it can 
never be atoned for, and remains a last- 
ing reproach to France. Laurent stayed 
in the room while the doctors (who were 
sent by the Convention) took out the child's 
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heart. * Why touch him now ? ' cried the 
jealous guardian: * leave him alone.' The 
brutal answer was, ' To make sure Capet is 
dead.' Laurent could not bear to see it 
done ; he fancied it must hurt him. When 
the men had left, Gomin and Laurent came 
once more to look at the dead Dauphin, and 
to help to place him in his ooflSn. The 
smile was still there, which showed that he 
had felt no pain. Tenderly they placed 
him in the long coffin, for he had grown so 
tall ; reverently they kissed the cold brow ; 
they cut a piece of his hair for themselves 
and Madame Eoyale, and then the hd was 
closed. Stem, hard men as they were, that 
nursing and watching by the dying child 
had softened and touched them. A deep 
love had sprung up in their hearts for the 
Dauphin, and when once the ice had been 
broken and the power of speech had returned 
to him, a wonderful friendship seemed to 
have sprung up between them. The child 
spoke seldom, but often stroked their hands, 
putting them to his lips. 

That night the Dauphin was buried 
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outside the Temple ; he was quietly laid in 
his grave with no mark placed over it and 
no service. No one knows where it is ! 
All the ground surrounding the Temple has 
been so built upon that some say the grave 
also has been built over. But it does not 
matter where Louis XVII. is sleeping his 
last sleep, for we know that he is safe and 
at rest. 

Madame D., Laurent's niece, showed 
me a little piece of the boy's hair, once so 
golden, so bright ; all the colour had vanished, 
and she pointed out a bit which she de- 
clared was grey. 

She told me that on his deathbed 
Laurent repeatedly talked about the child. 
He often fancied he was in the room, and in 
his delirium kept saying, * Capet is beautiful ; 
look at him ! ' He would say to her, * Thank 
God, I never said a harsh word to him, and 
I often let him see that he was my King.' 
Both Gomin and Laurent would say ^ Mon- 
seigneur ' to him, and when he feebly re- 
plied, thinking of old childish times, ' Due 
de Normandie, not Dauphin,' they would 
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whisper the childish title in his ears — they 
had such a longing to raise a smile on the 
fair face which was always so sad. The 
first sight of the tiny kitten brought a smile 
to his face, also some flowers which were 
brought him during the last few days of his 
life ; these he would keep for a while, then 
give them back and say, ' Take them to my 
mother.' Once he tried to remember his 
prayers, but he had forgotten how to say 
them. He had terrible tumours on his 
knees, which had to be dressed, and caused 
him the most intense agony. Laurent 
would say, * Scream, it will do you good.' 
* No,' he replied, ' my mother would hear.' 

Laurent lived to be an old man. He 
left France directly after the Dauphin's 
death, fearing that he might be arrested on 
the charge of being kind to Capet. 
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CHAPTEK XV 

MADAME BOYALE 

The nation had done their worst; their 
King they had beheaded, also his Queen 
and his sister, and they had practically 
murdered his young and innocent son. 
There was nothing more to do, so they 
graciously allowed Madame Eoyale to go; 
she would do no harm to the nation, and 
they do not seem to have treated her with 
such brutahty as they showed her brother ; 
they gave her enough food, coarse and 
distasteful as it was, and she was left com- 
paratively alone. Gomin was attached to 
her person and had to tell her of her 
brother's death. She Ustened in a cold and 
unimpassioned manner, and said nothing 
until Gomin gave her the little dog which 
the Dauphin had wished her to have, and 
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which he had kept until he had obtained 
permission from the Convention to give it to 
her. Then she burst into tears; the dog 
seemed a bit of her brother given back to 
her ; it was something which he had touched 
and fondled. 

On the same night she received in- 
structions that she was to go. She knew 
no one and dreaded the idea of going all 
alone, so she asked Gomin if he would 
accompany her and never leave her. Much 
touched by her request, he agreed to go with 
her, and, true to his promise, never left her. 
He kept up his old friendship with Laurent, 
often writing to him. Several letters 
Madame D. read to me ; among them was 
one describing the departure of Madame 
Eoyale from the Temple. Her departure 
had to be postponed for a week, as she was 
seized with one of those nervous attacks 
which made her life so miserable, and caused 
her to tremble so much that it was impos- 
sible for her to stand. Gomin, in an agony 
lest the order for her release might be can- 
celled, called in medical aid. The night 
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before she left she visited, at her urgent 
request, the rooms where she had last seen 
her mother, and then she went to the 
Dauphin's room, and, putting her hand in 
Gomin's, said, ' Let us go at once. Let me 
drive through Paris in the dark.' Gomin 
assented to her request and obtained a 
carriage, and half led and half carried her 
down those fatal stairs, which she had last 
trod so many weary months ago with her 
father, mother, aunt, and brother. Now she 
was alone, quite alone. Piteously sobbing, 
she entered the carriage and was slowly 
driven away. 

Gomin wished to sit on the box-seat, 
but it was a fearful night; the wind blew 
and the rain fell in torrents ; so she insisted 
upon his getting inside, saying, ' I cannot 
afiEord to lose you also.' He tried to make 
her eat, but she could not. As they passed 
the Tuileries she drew the carriage blind 
up, and looked long and earnestly at it, 
pointing out to Gomin the window where 
Louis XVI. had stood when he wore the red 
cap. 
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She would make no stoppages. ' On — 
on,' was her cry, ^ out of France, away from 
the cruel city.' Gomin never left her till he 
saw her safe in her uncle Louis XVIII. 's 
room. He opened his arms to her, and at 
last she was with one of her own people. 

Both uncle and niece were terribly 
affected at their first meeting. He was 
horrified at her look of utter heart-broken 
misery. The King warmly grasped Gomin's 
hand, thanking him over and over again for 
his devotion to the two children of his 
brother, and repeating Madame Koyale's 
request that he would never leave the 
Princess. And he never did. She cared 
for him to the last, and nursed him like a 
daughter during his last illness, when he 
would often talk to her of her brother's last 
hours. 

Louis XVIII. was also deeply interested 
in all that Gomin could tell him of the 
Dauphin's last days in the Temple. He once 
said, speaking of Madame Eoyale, ' She will 
never smile again ; ' and he was right, for no 
one ever saw a happy smile cross her face. 
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nor did she ever lose the terrified, harried 
look in her eyes. She often told Gomin 
that she saw terrible visions of the past, 
that the murdered dead flitted before her, 
that the heads carried on the pikes haunted 
her, and her father's head seemed always 
amongst them. 

The Princess had a great wish to see 
Laurent, and he was sunmioned to Holland. 
He could not tell her more than Gomin, 
except that he had been longer with the 
Dauphin and had been the first to see him 
when the Convention settled that he was to 
be more carefully looked after. 

On the day of her return to Paris, when 
the King was once more to take possession 
of his throne, after the downfall of the first 
Napoleon, Madame Eoyale had to be in the 
triumphal procession. Gomin, fearing it 
might be too much for her and that she 
might faint, rode close to her carriage. 
Down the old familiar streets they went at 
a foot's pace — ^not a word did she utter. 
On entering the Tuileries the old terrible 
nervous trembUng seized her, and on going 
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down the familiar passages which to her were 
so full of ghastly memories, she fell down in 
a fainting fit, in which she remained uncon- 
scious for hours. All that human love and 
affection could do for her was done, both by 
the King and the Court, but that could not 
blot out her sad memories. 

The next morning, accompanied only by 
her faithful Gomin, she went to see the old 
rooms which they had once occupied as 
children. Nothing had been changed ; the 
decorations^ the furniture, were just the 
same as in the old days, for in the sacking 
of the Tuileries the mob had not penetrated 
to the royal nurseries. Gomin described 
the whole scene very vividly to Laurent in 
a letter which I had the privilege of reading : 
how she went about Uke one in a dream, 
stopping at different places, opening drawers 
and cupboards, as if she were trying to find 
some little reUc of the past, looking out of 
the window, talking to herself, sometimes 
moaning, sometimes sobbing, till Gomin 
insisted quite roughly on her coming away. 
The next day she determined to go with 
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him and try to find her brother's grave ; 
Gomin took her to the spot where he fancied 
it was, but all was so altered that he could 
not say for certain if it were the grave or 
not. Once Madame D. went with me, on 
an equally fruitless errand, to find the 
grave, and we went into house after house, 
even to the cellars, frequently fancying that 
we saw imaginary mounds. 

Madame Eoyale seems to have had all 
the saintliness of her aunt, Madame Eliza- 
beth, and her great-aunt, Madame Louise, 
Louis XV. 's daughter, but she was not fitted 
for Ufe at Court. As Gomin said, the King 
would have done her a far greater kindness 
if he had not insisted upon her marrying the 
Due d'Angoul6me, though he was good and 
kind to her — she was, so to say, not one of 
them — but she married her cousin because 
her uncle the King had set his heart upon it. 
She bore him no children, and often said 
that she had no wish to be a mother. From 
the letters which I read I gather that she 
lived a life apart and had but few friends. 
In one of his many letters to Laurent, 
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Gomin wrote much of the Duchesse d'An- 
goul6me'8 conviction that after she had 
returned to the Tuileries she often saw the 
spirit of her young brother. I often heard 
that the Tuileries was supposed to be 
haunted by the spirit of a child, and that at 
the fire kindled there by the Communists it 
was seen wringing its hands as if mourning 
over the destruction of the old historical pile. 

Not the least interesting experience I 
had was when Madame D. took me all over 
the palace, to which she had a card of 
admission, and showed me the window in 
the Louvre where Charles IX. shot at the 
Huguenots as they were trying to cross the 
Seine. When in the Temple, the Dauphin, 
who was well acquainted with the histories 
of the old kings, said to Gomin, ^I am 
suffering for the sins of my ancestors, when 
Charles IX. shot down his people.' 

Madame D. had in her possession Marie 
Antoinette's mass-book, which she had given 
to her son, the Dauphin, when he was sepa- 
rated from her. When Laurent first took 
charge of the royal boy he found it under his 
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pillow, alive with vermin. On the title-page 
was written * Marie Antoinette, Eeine de 
France,' and underneath, in round childish 
writing, * Priez pour moi, ma mere.' The 
mass-book had evidently once been beau- 
tifully bound, and it was touching to see the 
child's writingundertheclear bold hand of his 
mother, as if he almost knew she was dead, or, 
as Madame D. expressed it, as if he asked 
forgiveness of his mother for having put his 
signature to the foul accusations against 
her, which he was too young, too pure, to 
understand. Madame D. also had the 
ribbon which bound Marie Antoinette's hair 
on the day she left the Temple for the Con- 
ciergerie, and which she had tossed aside as 
she left that prison, convinced she would 
never return. 

All these relics, all these reminiscences, 
were interesting to me ; not many girls had 
the privilege of hearing all about the last 
moments of the royal boy. 

Madame D. was with the Duchesse 
d' Angoul6me when she died. She had lived 
a blessed, holy life, and the first real smile 
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that lit up her pale wan face was when she 
heard her end was approaching. She begged 
pardon of all her friends and relations for 
not having made their lives happier and 
brighter, meekly saying that her sufferings 
and those of her family would atone for all 
the sins of her ancestors. She was very 
Httle known to France, but she was one of 
the noblest princesses of that ill-fated land. 



p 2 



Digitized by 



Google 



212 ON THE BANKS OF THE SEINE 



CHAPTER XVI 

THE HUQUEKOT's OUBSE 

I AM going now to take my readers far away 
from the banks of the Seine and memories 
of the Eevolution^ and ask them to come 
with me to the south of sunny France. 

One of the greatest friends I ever had in 
my life was a French girl, who, like all 
those in her rank of life, had been most 
strictly brought up and educated in a con- 
vent until she was seventeen years of age. 
She was some years older than I was, and I 
had the greatest admiration and affection 
for her. We went through many stirring 
scenes together, and through her I was 
brought into contact with many interesting 
people. She had many offers of marriage, 
but refused them all, always saying that she 
meant to follow the English customs and 
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marry a man of her own choice. At last 
the right man appeared; we met him by 
accident in a railway carriage, when she 
and I were travelling together from Caen, 
where I had gone with her, as her father 
was anxious that I should see one of the 
grandest functions of the Eoman Church. 

Some masons, in repairing the old Cathe- 
dral Church there, had by accident disturbed 
the bones of William the Conqueror, which 
were to be reinterred with all the pomp and 
ritual of that Church. The whole ceremony, 
which was performed by her uncle, the 
Bishop of Coutances, was most interesting, 
especially to me, an English girl. A plain 
stone in the cathedral now marks the resting- 
place of William I. ; on it is inscribed 
* WiUiam, Duke of Normandy, King of Eng- 
land,' the first title being much grander in 
the eyes of those bigoted Normans than 
that of King of England. 

My friend and I left for Paris as soon as 
the ceremony was over, as I flatly refused 
to go to the second service and be repeatedly 
told by the Bishop in his sermon, which of 
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course I could not then contradict, that the 
Normans had conquered England and were 
quite ready and willing to do it again. 
After we had travelled a Uttle way a French 
gentleman got into our carriage ; both my 
friend and I, quite contrary to the rules and 
customs of convent bringing-up and English 
manners, soon entered into conversation 
with him. He was evidently mystified as 
to who we were and what our nationality 
was, for we spoke English as well as French 
together, and generally the former when 
travelling. 

That night her mother took us to a large 
party at the house of the Papal Nuncio, 
where her father brought up a gentleman, 
saying that the Marquis de C. wished to be 
introduced to us. To our surprise we re- 
cognised our travelling companion. The 
two families soon became very intimate, and 
I speedily saw that the Marquis Uked my 
friend, and I kept telling her that she had 
at last met her fate. It turned out that I was 
right, for at the end of a fortnight they were 
engaged, and at the end of a month married. 
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I thought I should never see her again 
after her marriage, as they went away at 
once to his chateau in the South of France, 
near the Pyrenees; he disliked Paris and 
Parisian society, and was much more like 
an English country squire than a French 
nobleman. 

After the birth of their first child she 
wrote and implored me to pay them a long 
visit. * You will have to stop a year — two 
years,' she hospitably wrote, * not a stingy 
week or fortnight, and my husband wants 
you to come as much as I do.' The Tocque- 
villes were going that winter to Algiers, 
and ofiEered to escort me, so off I started and 
paid a real French visit of three months. 
During the long winter evenings I taught 
the Marquis English, which, as I heard 
afterwards, was the making of him, but his 
accent was too terrible ; he was thirty-five 
when he first learnt, and, though he learnt 
the grammar perfectly and talked English 
all day and half the night, his accent, 
instead of improving, became worse and 
worse. 
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My friends introduced me to many of 
their neighbours, amongst them the Comte 
de C, to whom I paid a delightful visit. 
He had the most wonderful collection of 
historical things, and was brimful of anec- 
dotes and legendary lore. One of his 
ancestors had been to the ' Field of the 
Cloth of Gold ' with Francis I. His dress, 
accoutrements, and richly caparisoned steed 
excited the admiration and envy of all 
the French nobles, and he was one of the 
twenty chosen ones sent by Francis to wel- 
come the English King, Henry VIII., on first 
landing on foreign soil ; it was of him King 
Henry remarked: ^What must the King 
of France be like if his nobles are thus 
sumptuously dressed and equipped ! ' Each 
king there, as history tells us, vied with his 
neighbour in magnificence, and though I 
do not fancy it was ever mentioned in 
history, each king was specially attended by 
an escort of another nation in order to show 
that neither mistrusted the other. 

King Henry presented this noble with a 
beautiful miniature of himself set in price- 
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less diamonds, * which,' as the Count said 
to me, * none of us have ever yet thought 
of disposing of, though our family are con- 
stantly in monetary difficulties; it is 
looked upon by us as of priceless value. 
There is a superstition in our family that 
when that miniature is either lost, stolen, or 
sold, the luck of our family will go. Twice 
it has been lost, and twice miraculously 
recovered.' 

Another of his ancestors had been killed 
at the Massacre of St. Bartholomew, and of 
him and the Huguenot's curse the Count 
related to me the following story : 

* There were in our family at that time 
two brothers, twins, who were devoted to 
€ach other; both had been brought up in 
the strictest rules of the Eoman Church, and 
taught to look upon Huguenots as a sect to 
be despised, insulted, and persecuted. 

*The minions of Catherine de Medicis 
were then being sent through the length and 
breadth of France, preaching the doctrines 
of death and destruction to the Huguenots ; 
and the old Count, father of the young men. 
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joined eagerly in the hue and cry. A large 
meeting was to be held one evening in the 
grand old hall of the chftteau. A travelling 
friar had arrived the night before, full 
of fervour against the hated Huguenot 
sect ; he preached a most eloquent sermon, 
at the end of which, raising the crucifix 
high in the air, he said : " They abhor our 
crucifix, they mock at our mass, they deny 
our sacraments; " then, turning to the Count, 
" What is the use of my preaching here, the 
home of Cathohcism, where no Huguenot 
would dare to enter?" A dead silence 
followed. The old Count then rose, and, 
taking the crucifix from the friar's hands, 
he held it high in the air, saying with a 
loud voice : "Death to the Huguenots ! The 
crusade is to begin in Paris : let us follow 
their example here. If it were my own son, 
my own child, I would set my dogs on him 
and tear him to pieces, limb from limb ! " 

^ The two boys were sitting close together. 
Suddenly there rose up in the middle of 
the room a stem-looking man, a Huguenot 
preacher, who had been some little time in 
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the village ; with impassioned words and 
gesture he indignantly refuted the friar's 
doctrine, threw his insolent words back into 
his teeth, and ended by saying : " Let the 
crusade begin in Paris. This pernicious 
doctrine, as you falsely call it, will and 
shall prevail here in our very midst, amongst 
our fathers, mothers, sisters, and brothers ; 
our sons and daughters are ready to follow, 
yea, even to the death, the faithful leaders of 
the Huguenot sect. Stand forth, Count 
Pierre, and be not afraid, be not ashamed 
to confess your God." A dead silence 
ensued. All stared at the young Count, 
who rose, and, according to the customs of 
that time, first bowed respectfully to his 
father, standing erect in the middle of the 
room, face blanched and eyes bright ; then, 
proudly throwing back his head, in a firm 
but low voice he said : " I am a Huguenot ; 
I belong to the cursed sect. Before God, 
before my father, before all of you with 
whom I have grown up, I renounce my faith 
as a Catholic, and declare my adhesion to 
the Huguenot faith." 
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* No one spoke, no one dared move. All 
were waiting for the father to speak ; even 
the friar was dumb. Then the Count rose, 
pale and rigid ; he bitterly asked his son how 
he, the father, could ever return to Paris, 
to the Queen-mother's Court, how he could 
ever ask her to put down this accursed 
doctrine, when here, at home, his own son 
was one of its disciples. Then, turning to 
his grooms, he said : " Take your whips ; flog 
him out of the village ; " and addressing 
his huntsmen — in those days they kept a 
magnificent breed of PyreAean wolf-hounds 
— he said : " Let loose the hounds on him." 
Then slowly he left the hall, followed by 
almost every one. Two people only re- 
mained, the Huguenot and the elder twin 
brother, and each seemed unconscious of 
the other's presence. The Huguenot, raising 
his long thin arms in the air, in low sup- 
pressed tones uttered these words : " The 
curse of Heaven will remain on this house ! 
No blessing will come to it until Heaven 
sees fit to allow one of our faith to enter 
it again. From generation to generation 
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the curse will remain ; I, Jean Benoist, have 
spoken it; the brother shall deliver the 
brother to death, the father give up the son ! " 

* He then went out and was seen no 
more, and the young Count stood there 
alone for an hour or more, like a statue, as 
if transfixed. What did it all mean ? Why 
had he never suspected it ? he asked him- 
self. Often and often had he wondered at 
his brother's frequent absences from home ; 
often and often had he questioned him, but 
never could get a satisfactory answer. He 
had noticed a great change in him, that he 
never drank wine, and refused to join in the 
village sports and dances ; but the old Count 
used to laugh, and say mockingly that his 
younger son was turning monk. 

* Suddenly a great uproar arose outside ; 
he rushed to the window and saw the court- 
yard full of men, horses, and hoimds, all 
equipped as if ready to go to the Pyrenees and 
hunt the wolves. Mounted on a tall power- 
ful black horse, he saw the old Count and 
heard him shouting in a fierce tone, " Give 
them ten minutes' start." In the far dis- 
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tance he saw two figures — his brother and 
his friend, the Huguenot. 

*Down he rushed into the courtyard, 
imploring his father wildly for mercy on his 
son. The father, hoarsely laughing, replied, 
"You go to Paris and tell the Queen- 
mother that we have begun the crusade 
and are hunting Huguenots in the South of 
France." 

*He was aware that his brother knew 
every hole and comer in the neighbour- 
hood and could escape; but the cruel 
hounds struggling at their leashes, what 
would they do? Would they tear him 
to pieces ? 

'That night the huntsman returned, 
bringing back the old Count, who had fallen 
from his horse in a fit. 

* The hounds had scented their prey and 
hunted them down ; a cry was heard, and 
in the middle of the road, in the centre of 
the pack stood the young Count. One word 
to them, one look was enough. Laughing 
bitterly, he turned to the grooms and said, 
" Come on with your whips ! Whip us off 
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my father's estate ; " then, proudly turning 
to the hounds, he said, "The hounds are 
mine." 

^ In an instant all was changed : the 
hounds lay crouched at his feet. Had he 
not known them all as puppies, brought them 
up, tended them, helped them when sick, 
himted with them, played with them ? The 
grooms stood silent, sullen and still. Look- 
ing haughtily at the frightened and abashed 
men, in a commanding voice he said, " Go 
home ! At a word from me, my hounds 
will tear you to pieces ; they will do to you 
what you meant to do to me." Not a word 
more was uttered. The frightened grooms 
slunk ofi ; as the head huntsman described 
it, the last sight which they saw was the 
hounds crouched at their young master's 
feet, fawning on him and licking his hands. 
They all knew that at a word from him the 
hounds would tear them to pieces. By his 
side stood the preacher, pale and stem, with 
one hand in the air ; they heard him repeat in 
a solemn voice, " The brother shall deliver 
the brother to death, the father the son." 
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* The old Count soon recovered from his 
attack of illness, and in three days the 
hounds returned alone, slinking to their 
kennels, and evidently knowing that some- 
thing very unusual had happened. Their 
return was reported to the Count, who, 
laughing bitterly, said he would yet catch 
the truants. 

* The next day a messenger came from 
the Queen-mother summoning him in- 
stantly to the capital. He went straight to 
the Louvre, where he had a long interview 
with her, receiving from her hands a com- 
mission to hunt to death all followers of the 
new and accursed sect. He returned home 
armed with these powers, and hved alone 
with his elder son ; the younger one's name 
was never mentioned by either of them. 
The father went out early and came in 
late, generally accompanied by his pack 
of hounds and the chief huntsman. The 
father and son only met at meals ; moody 
and silent, they spoke to no one, and it 
seemed as if the Huguenot's curse were 
already working. The hearts of both were 
full of sorrow, each in his own way mourning 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE HUGUENOTS CURSE 225 

for and missing the absent one, whose empty 
chair was always placed at the table, but 
curiously enough with its back to the table, 
whence no one dare> move it. The picture 
of the boy was taken down from the wall, 
and the attendants were dressed in black ; 
the Count, on giving the order for this to be 
done, said : " Count Pierre is dead." No one 
dared ask any questions ; they had to accept 
the fact ; but all felt sure that he had escaped 
and that, if he had died, the hounds would 
have scented out the dead body. 

* Strange news now came from Paris : 
the accursed sect was fast gaining ground. 
All true sons of the Church were again 
summoned to the capital, the Count 
amongst them. The Queen-mother sum- 
moned her nobles, priests, and trusted com- 
manders to advise her as to what could be 
done to put a stop to this new religion. 
The Count before he left said to his son : 
" I shall never return home — nay, I do not 
wish to ; I shall lay down my life for our 
faith. If I die, swear to me that you will 
hunt this sect down, even to the bitter end ; 

Q 
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even if it is your own kith and kin, no mercy 
must be shown." The son, obedient to his 
father's orders, took the oath. Standing in 
the middle of the old hall, amongst the men- 
at-arms who were waiting to accompany 
their lord, he took the oath; and at that 
moment, as if in mockery, the deep voice of 
the travelling friar, who had returned to 
the village, was heard saying, " The brother 
shall deliver the brother to death, the father 
the son." 

' Both father and son turned pale, each 
trying to hide his emotions from the 
other. The old man firmly but slowly left 
the hall, followed to the courtyard by his 
son, who, according to the custom of that 
time, knelt humbly on one knee, and, hold- 
ing the stirrup for his father to mount, 
kissed the hand held out to him by his 
father, who rode out of the courtyard 
followed by his attendants, leaving instruc- 
tions to his son to follow him as soon as he 
received his father's sununons so to do. 

*Each night the young Count sat up 
alone in his room, his heart full of fore- 
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boding and grief, the image of his much- 
loved young brother always present to him. 
On the night of the Count's departure an 
unusual noise was heard in the hall — a hasty 
tramping as of a man suddenly going out in 
great excitement — a noise which is heard to 
this day when sorrow or death come on the 
family. 

* Strange stories were told the young 
Count the next day ; how the tall thin figure 
of the Huguenot preacher had been seen at 
the bottom of the long avenue, holding his 
arm high in the air, and pointing at the 
ch&teau, as if invoking the curse of Heaven 
upon it ; how the wolf-hounds bayed 
furiously all the night, straining and pulling 
at their leashes, some of them seeming 
cowed and frightened, others as though 
maddened by some sight or sound; and 
how the old trees bent and shivered in the 
wind, as it tore up and down the avenue, as 
though an unheard-of horror were coming 
on the ill-fated old house. It was a night 
never to be forgotten ; and to this day even, 
when the wind is high and the trees moan. 
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the simple villagers cross themselves and 
breathe a fervent prayer that the Huguenot 
will not again visit his old haunt. 

* The next day the young Count appeared 
as usual at his midday meal ; on entering 
the room his eyes caught the empty chair 
standing in its accustomed place. Turning 
fiercely round, he ordered it to be moved and 
put with its back against the wall ; but no 
one dared touch it. Again the order was 
repeated ; again no one stirred. Eising up 
fiercely, he strode to the chair, seized it, 
meaning to take it away himself, when 
suddenly and unexpectedly it fell to pieces 
in his hands. With a wild, hoarse laugh, 
he threw down the pieces, rushed out of 
the room, and remained for days secluded 
in his own apartment, where no one gained 
admittance except the travelling friar, who 
seemed to have gained a wonderful influence 
over him, changing the once bright, happy 
young man into a reckless, cruel, and moody 
one. 

* Eeports came from Paris that the old 
Count was constantly at the Queen-mother's 
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apartments, mixing in all the festivities of 
the Court, that the Queen-mother had 
picked him out from amongst all her nobles 
to pay high court to and load with honours 
and favours. 

^ An uneasy feeling pervaded the country 
generally ; every one was expectant, every 
one waiting for news; all felt sure that 
some great event was going to happen. 

* The young Count was summoned to 
the capital, taken to the Louvre by his 
father, and presented to the Queen-mother. 
He was dazzled and bewildered by all the 
magnificence and luxury of the French 
Court. One evening, as he was attending a 
reception, the young King taking him by 
the hand said : " Promise me you will do all 
you are told ; risk all — life if necessary — for 
the Holy CathoUc faith." 

* Count Louis repeated, " All, all for 
the Holy Catholic faith,'' and, bending his 
knees, kissed the crucifix held out to him 
by the Papal Nuncio, who was following the 
young King. 

* The curse of the Huguenot suddenly 
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flashed across his memory : " The brother 
shall deliver the brother to death, the father 
the son ; '' but it was too late to draw back. 
Even now the bells of the churches were 
ringing ; men-at-arms were filling the hall 
and staircases ; rough notes of command 
were heard ; young and beautiful ladies of 
the Court distributed white handkerchiefs 
and tied them on the arms of the excited 
young nobles, the Queen-mother herself 
tying one on the arm of the young Count. 
His father, looking white and trembling 
with excitement, told his son to keep close 
to him. Together they went out into the 
streets on that never-to-be-forgotten night — 
the night of the massacre of St. Bartholo- 
mew; together they went amongst the 
frightened and surprised groups of Hugue- 
nots, whom they helped to hunt and shoot 
down. Suddenly they came face to face 
with a party led by a young man of almost 
supernatural strength. Count Louis recog- 
nised him at once. It was Count Pierre, his 
brother ! Count Louis stopped, seeing who 
it was, and turned aside, hoping to get his 
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father into a by-street so that he should not 
recognise his son. Then, too, he remembered 
the oath which he had taken to the Queen- 
mother, to do all, to risk all for the Catholic 
faith. He could not, dared not break his 
solemnly pledged word. 

* But father and son had mutually re- 
cognised each other. The father, waving 
his sword high in the air and maddened 
with excitement, rushed at Count Pierre, 
shouting, " Down with the heretic I " and 
calling at the same time to his elder son to 
follow him. Count Pierre never moved : in 
vain the elder brother tried to hold his 
father back. His efforts were useless ; one 
thrust of the sword and Count Pierre fell 
dead at his father's feet, the sword having 
penetrated straight through the heart ; the 
fatal thrust was followed up by several 
others dealt by the men-at-arms. On real- 
ising what he had done, the Count swayed 
and fell across the lifeless bleeding body 
of his younger son. In the midst of the 
Huguenot crowd Count Louis recognised 
the long gaunt figure of the Huguenot 
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preacher, who seemed to lead a charmed 
life, and who, facing Count Louis, said in a 
loud voice : " The brother shall deliver the 
brother to death, the father the son ! The 
first part of my curse has come to pass." 
Then, turning quickly on his heel, he walked 
sadly away. 

* The young Count raised his father in 
his arms, and with the aid of his attendants 
had him brought back to his rooms at the 
Louvre. 

* The next day Count Louis was sum- 
moned to the royal presence ; sick at heart 
he obeyed the summons, and was warmly 
congratulated by the Queen-mother in the 
sight of the whole Court on his bravery and 
fideUty to the Catholic cause; the young 
King at the same time took the order of the 
Saint Esprit from his neck, saying to the 
young Count, "Take me at once to your 
father's room ; I myself will present it to the 
Count.' 

*0h, the misery and mockery of the 
whole thing I The young King, followed by 
a brilliant and noisy suite, entered the room 
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of the sick man, who lay on his deathbed 
delirious, and repeating in a faint voice: 
"The brother shall deliver the brother to 
death, the father the son." 

'That night the old Count died. The 
royal palace was full of revelry, singing, 
dancing, and music ; one room in it was 
visited by the Angel of Death, where 
Count Louis on his knees was praying that 
his father would never regain his senses, 
never live to realise the fearful crime which 
he had committed under the garb of religion. 
The Queen's confessor himself came to visit 
the old Count, and the Papal Nuncio entered 
the room to give the dying man his blessing. 
All that the Boman Church could do to 
soothe his dying moments was done. But 
in his innermost soul Count Louis knew 
that all the masses of the Church could never 
wash away the stains of that sin-laden soul, 
the awful sin of slaying his own son. 

' A gorgeous funeral was prepared for the 
old Count by the Queen-mother's orders. 
The body lay in state, and was carried to 
her private chapel by her own bodyguard ; 



Digitized by 



Google 



234 ON THE BANES OF THE SEINE 

no honours were considered too high for 
the father who had given his all, even his 
own son, for the Holy Eoman faith. 

^ About this time it was discovered 
that the much-prLzed miniature of King 
Henry VIII had disappeared from the 
chateau. The young Count searched high 
and low for it, but it was not forthcoming. 
Having a strange sort of superstition that 
the ruin of his house was impending, he 
suddenly went away, telling no one where 
he was going and leaving everything in 
charge of a faithful and old attendant. Years 
passed and people said he was dead. After 
a lapse of time the Count suddenly returned. 
He had been away in England, trying to 
find the Huguenot preacher ; most of that 
persecuted sect having gone either there or 
to Switzerland. 

* Count Louis brought home with him a 
Spanish lady whom he had married — a pale, 
stem-looking woman. She had borne four 
sons to him ; but in spite of that the curse 
of the Huguenot seemed still at work. The 
boys hated each other and were always 
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quarrelling. The eldest and youngest bore 
bitter enmity to each other ; the latter sud- 
denly disappeared, and his mangled body 
was found in the woods : no one knew for 
certain how or where he had met his death, 
but all suspected that it was at the hands 
of his brother. 

^ In the meantime Count Louis was con- 
stantly searching for the miniature, and at 
last it was returned, brought back by a 
pilgrim who said he had been commissioned, 
if ever he went to the South of France, to 
go to the chateau, and deliver it to the 
Count. It had been entrusted to the 
Huguenot preacher by Count Pierre, who 
had taken it with him, hoping to be able to 
show it to Queen Elizabeth, and by that 
means obtain her good offices to intercede 
through the French Court for his father's 
forgiveness. The night before the fatal 
massacre he gave it to the Huguenot, 
begging him to do his utmost to have it 
returned to the chditeau. It was impossible 
for the Huguenot to carry out his instruc- 
tions, but on his deathbed he gave it to his 



Digitized by 



Google 



286 ON THE BANKS OF THE SEINE 

son and charged him to return it to the 
proper owner. On the back, inside the case, 
was a bit of paper with the old text finely 
written on it: "The brother shall deliver 
the brother to death, the father the son." 

* So the miniature was once more hung 
in its old familiar place. Count Louis re- 
marking with a grim smile that the luck 
of the house would now return. But to 
each and all of the sons and daughters who 
were bom to him something happened. 
Some went to Spain, where they were sus- 
pected of having Protestant leanings and 
were given over to the mercy of the Inquisi- 
tion ; one, when in the suite of one of the 
ambassadors of Spain to England, was 
drowned at sea. The curse seemed to be 
handed on from generation to generation; 
one of his descendants attached himself to 
Prince Charles Edward and lost his life at 
CuUoden ; two died in the Conciergerie ; 
one at Waterloo ; another on the barricades 
of Paris at the time of the French Eevo- 
lution, when the good and holy Archbishop 
of Paris met a martyr's death.' 
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This curious story was written in manu- 
script impossible for me to decipher, for the 
old-fashioned Auvergne language was to me 
unintelligible; but my kind host, the Count 
de C, translated it for me into good French. 

It was touching to see the devotion of 
the Count to his young wife, whom he 
adored; they were very poor and the old 
chateau was almost in ruins. Most of the 
rooms were shut up, and they lived in a 
wing of the house which they had done 
their best to make habitable. I spent a 
long and happy time with them, he and I 
passing many an hour together poring over 
old manuscripts. She was very delicate, 
and it was impossible for him to provide 
her with the many necessaries and comforts 
which she ought to have had. He some- 
times said to me that he would sell the 
miniature, it was worth such a lot of money 
— the diamonds round it were so beautiful, 
and she would laughingly reply, * It is all 
that is left of our old prosperity ; it is the 
only thing we have left to hand down to 
our child.' 
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One night — ^how well do 1 remember it, 
for it was one of those wild, fierce nights 
one does not often meet with in the South 
of sunny France — the wind howled, the trees 
moaned, the rain beat against the windows, 
and the old house seemed to shake. I 
heard distinctly in the hall which was close 
to my room a noise, like a man walking 
hastily through it. I felt so nervous and 
unstrung that I went at once to my hostess's 
room, as her husband was away that night. 
I found her sitting up in bed in tears and 
listening. Her little white face lit up with 
delight as I came into her room, and, holding 
out her arms to me, she said beseechingly, 
' Don't go ! Ill luck is coming to the house; 
I have seen the figure of the Huguenot 
preacher down the long avenue pointing at 
the house ; something must have happened 
to my husband.' I did not dare tell her 
I had heard the Huguenot pacing the 
hall. 

Her husband returned the next morning, 
so she and I laughed over oar superstitious 
fears of the preceding night. She would 
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not tell him anything about it, knowing 
that to tell him that the Huguenot had 
again been seen was the one thing which 
would have vexed and distressed him. 

What a happy morning we all had ! 
We took down the miniature and cleaned 
it, we turned over old cupboards and routed 
out old drawers. They had many interest- 
ing relics which they showed me — amongst 
them a tiny bit of the dress worn by Mary 
Tudor on her marriage with Phihp of Spain, 
and a piece of the doublet worn by Count 
Egmont at his execution, and given by him 
to one of his attendants, who gave it after- 
wards to one of the Count's ancestors. The 
Count took me for the first time on that 
day into the old ruined hall, which was 
always shut up, as the floor was not con- 
sidered safe, the family entering the house 
by the garden entrance. It was a long, 
low, gloomy-looking room, panelled with 
black oak, running the whole length of the 
house, with deep embayed windows. 

That day I had to return to my friends, 
and as I laughingly wished my host and 
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hostess good-bye they promised me that if 
ever I married they would come to England 
— * heretical England,' as he smilingly said — 
and pay me a visit. 

At the end of a week the Marquis had a 
letter from the Count to say that a child, a 
son, had been bom, but the beautiful young 
mother had died in giving him birth. The 
curse of the Huguenot was still on the 
house, even to the ninth and tenth genera- 
tion. 

A remarkable coincidence happened at 
the funeral, which my friends attended. 
The priest who performed the rites had 
heard the old legend from the village gossips ; 
he finished a long peroration on the virtues 
of the family by saying how well known 
they were by their devotion to the Holy 
Church, having in the old days sacrificed 
their own flesh and blood for the good 
cause. At the end of his discourse he 
turned to the Count and said, in ringing 
tones, 'Your ancestors have wonderfully 
carried out the words of prophecy, for in 
the olden time did not the brother deliver 
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the brother to death, the father the son ? ' 
Thus the Huguenot's curse was repeated 
over the grave of his beautiful young wife. 

I quite lost sight of the family after this. 
Years later I was told that the Count had 
plunged recklessly into dissipation; every- 
thing was brought to the hammer, all the 
old relics, even the much-prized miniature 
of the English King. The child was sent 
to his mother's relations and the Count 
went to America, where, becoming poorer, 
he taught French to get a Uving. At last 
he remembered the child and sent for him. 

As the child grew into a man a deep 
love sprang up between father and son. 
The father died in America ; he could not 
bear to return to his native country, declar- 
ing that his family was under a curse, and 
would remain so till the Huguenot prophecy 
was fulfilled — namely, that a Protestant 
bride should come to the old house. *As 
that is quite impossible,' said the father, 
* we must leave to the Huguenot prea<5her 
the privilege of pacing the old hall, and of 
looking down the long avenue at the ruined 
hall of our ancestors.' b 
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Some years afterwards I met a French 
gentleman, who was sent to me with a 
letter of introduction from my old friend 
Madame C. ; I questioned him as to the 
fate of the descendants of Count Louis. 
He told me that the Count's son had 
speculated in America, where he had made 
a large fortune and married a Protestant 
lady. He brought his wife back to the old 
family place and rebuilt it, and everything 
prospered with them. The old miniature 
had again been found, strange to say, in a 
shop in New York. It had been bought in 
Paris by an American, who had a great 
mania for collecting old historical and valu- 
able things, had been sold by him, and was 
once more in the market. The young 
Count bought it back at a fabulous price ; 
it was the first gift which he gave to his 
bride, and he had it set as a locket, so that 
she could wear it on her wedding-day. 

Over the dining-room chimney-piece his 
wife hung a fanciful portrait of a Huguenot 
hfting his hands as if in the act of blessing, 
and underneath were written the words. 
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* The blood of the martyrs is the seed of the 
Church,* which she said were apphcable to 
both reUgions, Huguenot or Catholic. The 
old hall, the haunted rooin, was turned into 
a bright, pleasant sitting-room, where they 
assembled before dinner, and over the 
chimney-piece was a beautiful engraving of 
Millais's celebrated picture, * The Huguenot.' 
One of the relics which she possessed and 
valued more than anything was the white 
handkerchief which Count Louis wore on 
his arm on the night of the massacre, and 
which tradition said he tore off, imploring 
his father to give it to his brother. 

Thus the ghost of the Huguenot was 
laid to rest. The Protestant wife is loved 
and honoured by all. The village priest is 
her greatest friend, and she often accom- 
panies her husband and friends to the little 
village church, saying that the family had 
suffered too much in the old days from the 
bigotry of their ancestors, and that now is 
the time to fight against atheism and 
anarchy, and show the world that in these 
days Christians can love each other. 
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CHAPTEE XVn 

THE FAITHFUL HOUND 

Many were the curious tales related to me 
by the Marquis de C.'s homme d'affaires^ 
a curious dried-up specimen of the French 
middle class, which possessed a queer 
mixture of bad and good, and was really 
more aristocratic than the aristocracy of 
the Faubourg St. Germain; they followed 
the doctrines and creed of Voltaire and 
Eousseau, being more revolutionary in some 
things even than Eobespierre himself. 
He dined every Sunday with Monsieur le 
Marquis and had none of that subserviency 
and obsequiousness which a man of that 
class in England generally has. Though 
he hated England, he had our literature at 
his fingers' ends, and followed the Parlia- 
mentary debates with the greatest interest ; 
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he looked upon us as heretics, fit onjy for 
eternal punishment. When I first arrived 
on my visit he seemed to consider me a 
curious animal, often telling me that he had 
never come across any person before belong- 
ing to my accursed nation. We began by 
hating and despising each other and ended 
in a wonderful friendship between an old 
man and a young girl. 

My friends' child was attacked by measles 
during my visit, and they both declared that 
it was impossible for me, for a short time at 
least, to remain in the house. Where was I to 
go ? Monsieur Etienne at once offered me his 
hospitality and brought me the most charm- 
ing little note of invitation from his wife, 
who was an invalid and who seldom went 
out. So that night I was packed off (as my 
friends expressed it) to the humble dwelling 
of the agent. I disliked going, not knowing 
what their life would be like, or how I should 
spend my time. But it had to be done. 

Nothing could exceed their kindness 
or the courtesy with which I was received 
and treated. For six generations Monsieur 
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Etienne and his people had served the house 
of C, and if this old world went on they 
would still continue to serve the family of 
Monsieur le Marquis, ' serving them till the 
day of doom,' he said. * The de C. will not 
be able to see the destruction of their home 
on that day unless, as he proudly cried, 
we stand by to tell them the value of the 
things as they are burnt.' A curious idea, 
so peculiarly French ! 

One of the stories which he told me of 
a neighbouring family, and which parti- 
cularly interested me, was about a dog. At 
the time of the Eevolution one of the 
family possessed an enormous wolf-hound, 
a breed common to that part of France. 
The mob had burnt the old chateau, and 
most of the family had been massacred or 
guillotined; all were destroyed, literally 
swept off the face of the earth, with the 
exception of one girl, who was about seven- 
teen years old. She had seen her husband, 
father-in-law, and brother-in-law all carried 
off to be tried by a mock tribunal and con- 
demned; they were never seen again by 
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her. The faithful agent of the family took 
her to Lyons, accompanied by her trusty 
hound, her only possession, for she had no 
money. The agent hoped, when things had 
quieted down, to take her into Spain, or that 
some ship might be going to England. But 
she was not in a fit state to travel, as she 
expected shortly to become a mother. The 
cruel tribunal, however, with its army of 
spies, found her out; she was seized and 
dragged before them, her only crime being 
that she belonged to the aristocrats, and in 
her turn she was condemned to die within 
twenty-four hours. Her agent had gone 
away to see if he could collect some rents 
for the starving girl, as he knew that several 
of her tenants would gladly give money to 
help the young widow. With no one to 
help her she stood alone on the scaffold, 
stunned and almost unconscious, when sud- 
denly a howl was heard and the faithful 
hound fought its way through the crowd on 
to the scaffold. There, with flaming eyes 
and bristUng fangs, he stood ; no one dared 
touch him or approach the girl to bind her. 
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The sight of the dog brought her back to 
consciousness ; she sank on her knees, 
twining her arms round its neck, and burst 
into tears. The excitement was too much 
for her and she fainted, the dog standing 
across her body and breathing defiance at 
the fickle mob, whose feelings turned in a 
moment ; for in the South they are all pas- 
sionately fond of animals, and with loud 
shouts they cried that she should not die. 

In the meantime the agent had returned, 
and, seizing the favourable turn in the 
human tide, cried, * Whoever dares touch 
the dog shall take the girl home as prize.* 
He then went up the steps of the scaffold 
and whistled to him, but the dog refused to 
move. 

The agent realised that he must take 
advantage of the present humour of the 
crowd, which in a moment might change. 
Shouting out, he cried, * A life for a life : the 
dog shall take the girl's place ! ' Loudly 
applauding him, the mob repeated, * A life 
for a life.' Seizing the girl in his arms, he 
fled down a side street, the crowd making 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE FAITHFUL HOUND 249 

room for him and all the time shouting, 
* A life for a life ! ' and took her back to 
their house, where he laid her almost un- 
conscious in a cart, hoping to get her across 
the frontier to Spain. 

He started at once, but had to halt the 
next day, as the excitement and agony she 
had gone through were too much for her 
frail frame, and she was taken dangerously 
iU. 

In the night he heard a great scrambling, 
and to his utter surprise and delight the 
faithful hound appeared, bleeding and 
almost dying. * So I have two to look after 
now,' was his grim remark. The poor 
animal, which had been hacked at with pikes 
and knives, had evidently escaped by the 
skin of his teeth, and the agent came to 
the conclusion that he must have jumped 
ofi the scaffold, no one having dared stop 
or lay hands on him. For days he lay at 
death's door, and his young mistress was in 
the same critical condition. 

With great difficulty the agent found a 
woman to look after her, telling her that 
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she was his daughter ; but she daily grew 
weaker, and finally passed away one night 
in her sleep. Feeling the approach of 
death, she had that afternoon solemnly 
given her child in charge of the faithful 
agent. 

What he was to do with the young child 
he was at a loss to know ; but he felt that 
he must accept the charge. The first thing 
he did was to go out and get a goat, hoping 
that he could bring the child up success- 
fully on goat's milk. At the end of a week 
he again started, with the child and the 
faithful hound, determining at any cost to 
get back to his native village. He felt sure 
that the infant would be safe there, and he 
would say that it was his brother's child 
who was serving in the Eepublioan Army, 
and that the mother had died in giving him 
birth — certain that Heaven would forgive 
him this falsehood. 

He foolishly went through Lyons on one 
of those days of wild excitement when the 
mob, mad with blood and fury, were throwing 
the aristocrats into the river, and suddenly 
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found himself in the middle of an infuriated 
mob, who roughly questioned him about the 
child. One of them said to him, * A baby is 
no use to France ; throw it in the river,' tore 
it from the man's hands, and, rushing to 
the parapet, threw the unhappy infant into 
the stream. 

The faithful hound, seeing what had 
happened, jumped after it into the river, 
and, though night was falling fast, the agent 
saw to his delight that it was rapidly 
swimming up to the infant, and in a 
moment had seized the little white bundle 
and was paddUng down the stream with it, 
holding the clothes in its mouth. The old 
man hastily turned down a side street, and, 
unobserved by the mob, who in their vile 
attempt to throw others into the stream 
had lost sight of and forgotten the baby^ 
rushed to a part of the town where he knew 
the river flowed, and whistled long and 
softly. A pattering of feet, a low whine, 
and the faithful hound stood before him, 
holding in its mouth the unconscious body 
of the infant. The exertion and fatigue 
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proved too much for the poor dog ; his old 
wounds broke out again, and he lay helpless 
and dying at the feet of the old man, one 
paw still holding tight to the little frock, 
with his large brown eyes fixed wistfully on 
the man's face as if asking what it all 
meant and why he could not get up and 
follow as usual. The big head sank slowly 
down and he feebly tried to Kck the child's 
face ; a slight shiver, a low moan, and the 
head dropped. 

The agent lifted his faithful friend's 
head, and saw that he was dead. He felt 
then as if his last friend had gone, and, 
sitting down by the dog's body, hid his face 
in his hands and wept bitterly. But, 
thank God, he heard the baby stir and 
utter a feeble cry, and knew that it lived. 
Taking it hastily up, and gently moving the 
heavy paw of the dog, he tried his best to 
warm it. Quietly and sadly he arranged 
the hound's Umbs, and stroked for the last 
time its faithful head ; he then got into a 
boat, paddled down the stream, and at the 
end of many weary wanderings he and the 
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child at last safely reached their native 
village, where they stayed until better times 
came. 

He told every one that it was his 
brother's child'; but when the mad revolu- 
tionary fever had passed and quiet had 
again settled on the land, he proclaimed its 
birth, and it was received joyously by the 
family as the last of the old race. 

*Who was the child?' I asked, after 
Kstening to the story. * The child was the 
great-grandfather of your friend,' he replied. 

* The agent,' he said proudly, * was my 
great-grandfather. ' 

^Noblesse obligey mademoiselle. The 
old motto is as appropriate in the humble 
homes as in the gilded halls of the proudest 
nobility of France.' 
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CHAPTEE XVIII 

THE WHITE LADY 

MoNsiEUB Etienne possessed some curious 
old oil paintings — judges of art would call 
them daubs — ^which were painted by his 
grandfather, and chiefly represented some of 
the stirring incidents which took place in 
his family or amongst those of the neigh- 
bouring counts and barons. Amongst them 
was a picture of a most beautiful girl, whose 
face haunted me. 

* This member of our family,' he said to 
me one day, *had the reputation of great 
saintUness, having been brought up in a 
neighbouring convent. At the age of seven- 
teen she went to Paris as governess to one 
of the noble families there who had estates 
on the Spanish frontier. In Paris she made 
the acquaintance of a Huguenot, who did 
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his best to imbue her with his so-called 
heretical doctrines ; but though she gave 
him her heart she would not renounce her 
faith. Then came the massacre of St. 
Bartholomew, and she saw from a window 
her lover hunted by a mad, fanatic mob of 
soldiers. For months she heard nothing of 
him ; she was told that he must be dead, 
for no Huguenot could have escaped that 
dreadful night. Her health then broke 
down and she resolved to return to her 
native village, where the people came to 
look upon her as imbued with marvellous 
gifts of healing. Her brother, who was a 
narrow-minded parish priest and had just 
been made cur6 in a neighbouring village, 
suspected her of holding heretical doctrines, 
and then even the village folk shunned her, 
fearing to fall under the displeasure of their 
cur6 if they associated with a suspected 
heretic. 

* Her life now became a burden to her, 
for her heart was in the grave of her lover. 
She wrote to her old employer, asking for 
help ; and he, feeling sorry for the young 
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girl, sent for her, and for a time she seemed 
happy taking care of the Countess's children. 

* The Countess's younger brother had just 
returned from college, and brought with him 
his tutor, who fell desperately in love with the 
young governess ; the Countess encouraged 
his suit, and at the end of six months she 
was married to the tutor, who was a rigid 
CathoUc and who idolised her. A child 
was bom to them, which only seemed to in- 
crease the husband's love and devotion ; and 
she, though the image of her dead lover Uved 
still in the inmost recesses of her heart, felt 
that calm and peace had at last come to 
her. 

^ One day her boy, then a fine little fellow, 
brought to her with great delight a button 
which he had found in his father's bureau. 
The unexpected sight of this button, which 
she recognised as one which shone on her 
lover's coat the day she last saw him, made 
her start and change colour. The buttons 
had been her gift to him, and were old ones 
which had been for years in her family. 
The whole scene flashed back upon her : the 
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figure flying down the street, hunted by the 
vindictive soldiers, who were led by a tall 
dark man whose features were not then 
familiar to her. Now the face came back 
to her ; it was that of her child's father, her 
husband ; he was the murderer of her young 
lover. The iron had indeed entered her 
soul. Taking the button away from the 
child, she went out ; she could not face her 
husband. For days and days no one knew 
where she had gone, no one had seen her go 
out. The child said that his mother had 
kissed him passionately, weeping bitterly, 
and had told him to remain where he was 
until she returned. 

* After a lapse of some time the husband 
heard a report that his wife had gone to 
Spain. He went there, and traced her to 
Madrid, where he discovered to his horror 
that she had deKvered herself up to the In- 
quisition, giving no name, but proclaiming 
herself to be a heretic and asking to be tried 
and condemned. Finding that she was still 
alive he gained permission to go to the cell. 
She started violently, and on first seeing 
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him a look of love and delight came back 
to her eyes ; then she seemed suddenly to 
remember all ; she dared him to come near 
her, and, taking hold of the button which 
hung round her neck, said, coldly and calmly, 
** It is his, not yours ; I gave it to him." 

* Horror-stricken he recognised it at once, 
and, falling at her feet, owned that it was he 
who had plunged the sword in the breast of 
her lover, that he had purposely cut off the 
button, which shone so in the dark that it 
had helped him to pierce his heart. He 
told her the whole story simply and quietly, 
pressed his burning lips to her hand, and 
slowly and sadly went out of her presence a 
crushed and broken-hearted man. 

' Her mind utterly failed her after that 
interview, and at the end of a year she was 
released. The Inquisition was merciful, and 
she was sent home under the charge of a 
stem-looking man of that order who brought 
her back to her husband. She did not 
know him or any one else again, and was 
always playing with the button; she was 
harmless, and wandered up and down the 
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village, always dressed in white. Where 
sickness or death came she was always nigh, 
and the simple villagers looked upon the white 
lady as a saint, who seemed to bring peace, 
rest, and comfort to many a death-bed. 
Her husband always followed her in the 
distance, still loving her with a mad, pas- 
sionate love; but she always shrank from 
him, often looking at him with a strange, 
pleading, inquiring look in her eyes. She 
frequently wandered up into the mountains, 
where the white dress could be seen in the 
distance : nothing seemed to hurt her. One 
day, after she had started as usual to the 
mountain, a blinding snowstorm came on 
and she did not return. A long and hope- 
less search was made all that night ; they 
found her the next morning, her arms 
tightly clasped round one of those Calvary 
crosses of which in the olden time there 
used to be so many standing on the moun- 
tains ; a look of perfect peace and rest was 
on her face, and a smile on her Hps. Her 
husband thanked God that he had found 
her there ; for the first walk they had taken 
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together in the early days of their married 
life was to this spot, when she said, " I have 
brought you here — for, you know, they used 
to call me a Huguenot. Here under the 
shadow of this cross you and I will live, and 
under the shadow of this cross I should 
like to die." 

' Like one of the great ones of this earth, 
she lay in state, and all her humble friends 
came to see the " White Lady " lying smiling 
on her death-bed, the little button shining 
on her neck ; they came in troops, bringing 
her white flowers, and the maidens of the 
village carried her to the church. She was 
buried in the simple village churchyard and 
no one dared say she was a heretic. 

' Even now, though years have come and 
gone, the villagers say that they often see 
the figure of the " White Lady " wandering 
up the mountain side. The peasants say it 
brings them luck and that no pestilence or 
war has since visited that peaceful village.' 

Another day my friend showedme the hus- 
band's portrait — such a fine, grand, earnest 
face, evidently painted when quite an old 
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man. He had gone to the Jesuit seminary 
after his child's death, for the child pined 
and drooped when the mother died; they 
had been all in all to each other and quite 
inseparable, and the father thanked God for 
his premature death : for how could he, how 
could any one, relate to the child the father's 
history ? He Uved to be quite an old man, 
preaching to infidels and heretics in far- 
distant coimtries the faith which he had 
followed and suffered for. 

He came home to die, asking, as his last 
request, that no mark should be put on his 
grave; so no one knows the exact spot 
where his body lies, but they talk of him 
even now as one who did his duty nobly. 

' You see. Mademoiselle,' my friend 
quaintly added, * it is not alone the great 
ones of this earth who have their family 
pride and chivalry to boast of. In olden 
time the mouse helped the Hon, and now 
we, the much-despised roturiers (the mice 
of France), help to keep up the old tradi- 
tions and glories.' 
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CHAPTEK XIX 

THE gipsy's CUBSE 

Monsieur Etienne had to go to Paris on 
business before my visit ended. Nothing 
could have exceeded his kindness and good- 
ness to me, and I shall always look back to 
my brief visit to him as one of the most 
agreeable episodes of my Norman life. I 
was quite sorry when evening came to see 
him go ofi in his funny old-fashioned little 
gig, with its Unen hood and rope harness. 
I sat down and tried to read some curious 
old-fashioned manuscripts which he had left 
me, when, to my astonishment, his wife was 
carried in and deposited on the sofa. She 
had been bedridden for some time, but, on 
hearing that I was alone, she insisted on 
getting up and coming down to do honour 
to the EngUsh guest. 

I was dreadfully frightened and nervous, 
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as I had seen so little of her, and she was a 
little alarming to look at. A large white 
cap almost hid her features, and she had 
on a most extraordinary black dress, black 
mittens, and a snow-white apron. I was 
certainly very ill at ease as she appeared, 
and did all I ought not to do — first shaking 
hands in the English fashion, instead of 
curtseying profoundly, then saying I was 
sorry she had got up, instead of waiting for 
her, the elder woman and hostess, to speak. 
Looking curiously at me she scarcely noticed 
my outstretched hand, remarking in a grand 
voice, as if she were a Montmorency or a 
Choiseul, ' I could not allow Mademoiselle 
to be alone in my house and not attempt to 
do her honour.' 

The first half-hour was really awful. I 
felt that I was talking Uke an idiot and 
looking like one. The pauses grew worse 
and worse ; at last, after a long silence, I 
became desperate and said, * Do tell me a 
story ; your husband says your memory is 
so marvellous.' 

I had evidently hit the right nail on the 
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head, for she invited me to come and sit on 
a tabouret^ saying, ' I will tell you a story 
called " The Gipsy's Curse," which is quite 
true ; but I always tell it with my eyes shut, 
as sometimes I get so upset ; you must not 
see my face, nor I yours.' 

Thus addressed, I got a footstool, and, 
sitting at her feet as she told me, I listened 
to her wonderful story. She spoke with all 
the fire and enthusiasm of youth, as if 
all the tragedies she repeated were being 
enacted, and no one would have thought 
she was paralysed and an invalid of many 
years' standing. 

'This story was written down by my 
father,' she said. 

' Many years ago a party of gipsies, off- 
shoots from a Spanish tribe, pitched their 
encampment close to one of the villages 
bordering on France and Spain. The 
seigneur at first was in a constant state of 
quarrel with them ; he forbade his villagers 
to associate with them or sell them any 
food; they retaliated by stealing his fruit 
and chickens, or by maiming his dogs, horses, 
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COWS, and other animals. So at last both 
sides discovered that it was better to be 
friends, and the gipsies and villagers were 
always mixing together. The seigneur gave 
a large fete on the occasion of the birth of 
his son — he had had only one child, a girl, 
and for eighteen years had longed for a son. 
The whole village and many gipsies came 
to the feast, where there was singing and 
dancing, and all sorts of games were played, 
the seigneur and his family being present 
at the sports. One of the gipsies, a remark- 
ably handsome man about twenty-two years 
old, who danced beautifully and wrestled 
equally well, carried off all the prizes. The 
seigneur was delighted, and clapped him on 
the shoulder, saying, "You are first and 
foremost in all. You shall have the pret- 
tiest girl in the village as your bride, and 
I will give her a good dower." " Swear it, 
my lord," the gipsy eagerly replied. "I 
swear it," said the seigneur. " Choose : now 
is your time. Let us see if you make a 
good choice. A curse on me and my house 
if I break my pledged word ! " 
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' Slowly the gipsy went down the long 

lines of villagers; the simple maidens 

simpered and blushed, all more or less in 

love with the handsome gipsy. Past them 

all he strode, up to the raised seats where 

the host sat with his family ; then, taking 

oflE his hat, and bowing profoundly to the 

seigneur, he said, " I claim your promise and 

the hand of the prettiest maiden in the 

village as my prize. Give me the maiden. 

Give the maiden her dowry." A girl rose, 

put her hand in his, and looked up lovingly 

in his face. Yes, no one could deny it ; the 

man had chosen the prettiest girl in the 

village, the seigneur's only daughter ! In 

the distance a voice was heard singing, " A 

curse on me and my family if I break my 

oath," and out from the crowd strode a tall, 

magnificent-looking woman : it was the 

gipsy's mother. Coming up she said, " You 

have chosen well, my son ; you have indeed 

chosen the prettiest maiden in the village 

for my daughter. Here in the sight of your 

people, in the sight of Heaven, I welcome 

the seigneur's daughter as the gipsy boy's 
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bride." She stretched out her hand as if 
she were conferring a favour, and, the girl 
taking it, kissed it and in a clear, calm 
voice said, " A curse on me and mine if my 
father does not keep his oath — his pledged 
word to my betrothed." 

'A scene of the wildest confusion 
ensued; the village turned against the 
gipsies; they in their turn attacked the 
villagers ; knives were drawn, blood flowed, 
and in the midst of it all the loud voice of 
the seigneur was heard above the uproar, 
calling to his groom to let loose his wolf- 
hound, well known in the village and neigh- 
bourhood for its ferocity. The man hesi- 
tated, afraid to open the kennel door. The 
seigneur himself opened it, and, pointing to 
the tall figure of the gipsy, said one word to 
the infuriated dog, who went straight at 
him. With a wild shriek the girl rushed to 
her betrothed and threw her arms round 
him. A group of figures rolled in the dust ; 
one awful howl and the dog, stabbed to the 
heart by the old gipsy, fell dead on what 
seemed the two lifeless bodies of the young 
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people ; but only the man was dead, 
strangled by the dog's cruel fangs. 

'Eight young gipsies approached and 
lifted the dead body of their comrade on to 
their shoulders; eight more appeared to 
form a bodyguard, and in the middle stood 
the mother. The procession halted for a 
moment, and in a loud voice she said, 
" Curse on me and mine if I break my oath — 
my pledged word. This was the seigneur's 
curse : now hear the gipsy's. The taint of 
the dog shall stick to this family and to 
their descendants until we, the chosen 
people of the land, avenge the gipsy's blood. 
Blood cries out for justice ! " Wailing a low 
deep chant, the young men carried the dead 
body away. 

'The villagers glanced furtively at the 
seigneur ; they understood his silence, his 
shame, his horror at the disgrace of his 
daughter — his much-loved child — openly 
giving herself to the gipsy lad. There was 
no repentance for his cruel act, or sorrow for 
the young life thus suddenly, brutally cut 
ofi in its prime. As the chant and wailing 
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of the gipsies faded away, the crowd slowly 
and gradually dispersed. The sun went 
down a red ball of fire, and in the middle of 
the green, in a dark red pool of blood, lay 
the apparently lifeless body of the young 
girl ; over her body lay the dead body of the 
dog. 

' In the silence of the night the mother 
crept out, attended by one of her faithful 
servants, and together they lifted the body 
of the girl, carried it to a distant part of the 
chateau, laid it on the bed, washed all 
traces of blood away, and did their utmost 
to restore animation to the last remaining 
child of the seigneur — the last remaining 
child — for during the confusion the infant 
heir had been torn from the arms of the 
nurse who was guarding it, and, in spite of 
all her eflEorts and screams, which no one 
heard, had been carried ofE, and no trace of 
it could be found. That night the gipsies 
struck their tents and left. The seigneur 
never asked about the fate of his daughter, 
and the mother never dared tell him that 
the girl was alive. For days she lay half 
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unconscious, and when at last strength 
returned they saw that her mind had gone. 
No one but the mother and faithful servant 
knew she was ahve; they closed the door 
so that no one could enter the room during 
their absence, and made an approach to it, 
unknown to any one, by climbing up the 
branches of one of the large oaks growing 
close to the casement. The girl seldom 
uttered a sound, except a little whine like a 
sick hound. 

^And the seigneur — he went out early 
and came in late, always searching, always 
pining for the missing boy. Indeed, the 
words of Holy Writ were being fulfilled : 
" Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord." He 
would often ask, " Where is the dog which 
so constantly whines ? " and his wife always 
repUed, " It is my Kttle pet dog in my room." 

' He grew into an old man ; neighbours 
shunned him and the villagers fled from 
before him ; he was looked upon as a man 
under a curse, and people said the house 
was doomed. On first undressing her 
daughter the mother found a simple gold 
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gipsy ring tied round her neck, so she was 
satisfied that her daughter had married the 
gipsy boy before the f&te took place and 
according to the customs of the gipsy tribe. 
Then the girl gave birth to twins, who were 
fair to view, strong, and healthy. The 
young mother's speech now became more 
intelligible, and they considered it safe to 
leave her alone for a little time crooning 
over her babies. The Baroness was always at 
the evening meal; she knew, though he 
said little, that the seigneur would miss her 
and be surprised if she did not appear, and 
her attendant always waited on her. They 
both felt anxious that night, and after dinner 
they went out as usual, meaning to climb 
the tree up to the turret-room; to their 
surprise they found the seigneur outside, 
who said that he was trying to find a dog 
which had been worrying something and 
barking furiously. With difl&culty they got 
him away, and when they reached the room 
an awful sight met them ! The young 
mother, glaring furiously, had torn to pieces 
one of the babies, and was just beginning to 
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worry the other. When they entered she 
flew at them. The Baroness seized the 
child, and, giving it to the nurse, told her to 
take it to her room and keep it till she 
returned, and she would manage the girl, 
who was too weak to do her really any 
harm. 

'The girl died that night. Together 
the two faithful women laid her out, but 
were at a loss to know how they could get 
her body out of the room unnoticed and 
bury it. The next day they returned to the 
dead girl's room, bringing flowers, and 
arranged to remove her in the dead of the 
following night. She was so thin and hght 
that it was easy to carry her. During the 
dreary evening meal a loud knocking was 
heard at the door, and in strode the gipsy 
boy's mother. Striding up to the Baron 
she said, " A curse on me and mine if I break 
my oath, my pledged word. Blood for 
blood : the taint of the dog has begun to 
show." Then out she stole. The seigneur 
cried, " Seize her ! " but no one dared lay 
hands on her. Freely she came in, freely 
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she went forth. The seigneur strode out, 
wild and furious, determined to seize her 
himself ; but she had disappeared. 

' The wretched Baroness returned to the 
death chamber to look her last on her dead 
child ; but the body was gone : the gipsy 
alone was in the room. Like a queen she 
faced the weeping mother and said, " The 
gipsy's bride is not to be buried like a dog ; 
she will be buried by her people." The 
Baroness implored her to tell her where her 
boy was, but the gipsy's only reply was, " The 
night that I was bereft of my son, you were 
bereft of yours. Blood for blood ! " This 
was too much for the wretched mother, 
who had so hoped for her boy's return, and 
she fell dead on the floor. Half an hour 
afterwards the attendant returned and found 
— not the dead body of the daughter : that 
had gone — but the dead body of the mother, 
and the gipsy standing and looking down at 
her. The gipsy left the room without a 
word and the faithful attendant was alone. 
Hastily composing the limbs of her dead mis- 
tress, she returned, and meeting the Baron, 
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who had just come back from his fruitless 
search, told him all. Ordering the door to be 
broken down the seigneur entered the room, 
and, telling the attendant to summon assist- 
ance, remained alone with the body of his 
dead wife. Soon after the corpse was 
reverently taken down the long winding 
staircase and laid in her own room. 

' That night the door was blocked up and 
a large stone dropped in the place where the 
casement was, and the seigneur said, "A 
curse on him who enters this room or breaks 
down the entrance. ' ' 

^ I have seen the chateau,' said my friend, 
' and what is supposed to be the stone of 
the window was pointed out to me ; it is 
whiter than the other stones and not so 
clumsily set. But no one is sure ; the castle 
is in ruins, the family has disappeared, and 
they tell me that often in the dead of mght 
the whine of a dog, as if in pain, is heard, 
and sometimes a barking noise as if some- 
thing or somebody were being worried.' 

' What became of the child ? ' I asked. 

' The child, which seems to have been 
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a strange one, was brought up at the 
chateau ; for years the seigneur never saw 
it. Many legends and stories were told 
about it — that it always seemed as if look- 
ing for some one and never cried, but whined 
like a dog, and ate its food voraciously. 
As the child grew older the grandfather 
noticed her more, and sometimes amused 
himself by putting her in a rage, when she 
would fly at him, bite and tear him like a 
dog, whilst he would hold her off and tell 
her to worry. One day she disappeared. 
She had heard the story of her gipsy father 
from her grandfather and determined to go 
amongst her own people, as she called them. 
The gipsies knew her story, and she at- 
tached herself to one of them in particular, 
following him about like a dog, and he 
seemed strangely taken with her. Seeing 
that he hated the life, she told him that 
he was not a real gipsy, but a stranger to 
the tribe. " Marry me," she said; "I will 
take you home, and we will bring back life 
and pleasure to the old place." He proudly 
refused, but said that if she returned home 
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he would follow her and ask her hand in 
marriage of the seigneur. So back she 
went, weeping sore at leaving the gipsies, 
and promising to return. The seigneur 
laughed at her return, saying " The gipsy is 
tired of her tribe and has returned to civilisa- 
tion ;" whereupon she flew at him, and the at- 
tendants had to take her from him by force. 
She told him of her lover, who appeared the 
next day and asked her hand in marriage. 
" No," said the seigneur, "my granddaughter 
does not mate with a wandering gipsy." 
As he uttered these words an old man 
entered, saying " He is no wandering gipsy. 
Your granddaughter cannot marry him, for 
he is your son, her uncle ! I stole him the 
day her father was murdered on these steps. 
My wife lied when she told you the child 
was dead." 

^ All this while no one noticed the girl ; 
her eyes were fixed on the young man as 
his father pressed him to him and said 
again and again " My son, my son, my long- 
lost child ! " 

The son had found his home and his 
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father ; but at what a sacrifice, for he had 
lost his bride ! 

* Great were the rejoicings that the 
long-lost heir was found ; the seigneur took 
him from house to house and the village 
was f 6ted. 

* He took up his abode at the old ances- 
tral home, and when the seigneur died he 
urged him with his last breath to send the 
girl away to the gipsy camp. But, even if 
he had consented, she would not have 
gone ; though seldom uttering a word, she 
followed him about and waited on him 
faithfully like a dog. She saw that all the 
old love for her was gone from his heart, and 
she accepted the fact. Her uncle then 
went to Paris and wrote home that he was 
bringing his bride back ; and the bride, who 
did not know the story of the house, grew 
to love the girl. At the end of a year the 
young mother had twins, and all rejoiced. 

^ One day a great uproar was heard in 
the nursery — ^a loud snarling, as of a savage 
dog. The parents, hastening to the room, 
found that the girl was mad, and, like an 
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infuriated hound, had killed one infant. In 
her frenzy she screamed out, " Don't touch 
me ! Take away the child ! The taint of the 
dog, the taint of the dog ! " Strong convul- 
sions seized on her, and like a mad dog she 
bit and tore at everything. Each fresh 
attack weakened her, and before morning 
she passed away. This was the end of the 
gipsy boy's child ; truly the curse had been 
carried on. 

^ Several generations passed, but the 
taint of the dog continued. Sometimes it 
passed a generation, sometimes it broke 
out afresh with different symptoms. Each 
child had the large brown eyes of a dog ; 
some snarled when angry ; some whined 
like a whipped hound when sick or in pain. 

* It was customary to hand down the tale 
from father to son, and it was believed that 
the taint would die out with the last female 
of the race. One of the family, a tall dark 
girl, who was bom when the taint had 
shown no sign of existence for two genera- 
tions, girl-like, paid no attention to the 
story, but looked upon it as an old woman's 
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tale. She was married to a man who 
idoHsed her. Taking her in his arms on the 
afternoon of the marriage day, he, in igno- 
rance of the story, exclaimed, " You are so 
beautiful, my bride, with your large brown 
wistful eyes like a dog's ! " What had he said? 
She tore from him, exclaiming wildly, " Not 
like a dog — oh ! not like that — unsay that, or 
I shall go mad ! " He soothed her with fond 
words, but she could not tell him the gipsy's 
curse. Years passed, and her husband had 
but one sorrow — no children were bom to 
them ; she, however, was thankful. 

' The gipsies now returned and encamped 
again in the village ; she often went to 
the tents and fraternised with them, laugh- 
ingly saying that they were her ^ people. 
One day she went to see the oldest gipsy 
of the tribe, who was so old and feeble that 
she never left the encampment. As soon 
as the girl entered her tent she said, " Why 
do you come here ? Blood must wipe out 
blood ! " The girl confided to her that she 
was going to become a mother and implored 
her to take the curse ofiE. " Don't let me 
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have it on my children ! " she said. " The 
word has gone forth," replied the old crone ; 
" the taint of the dog must remain till one 
of your blood is shed. Blood for blood ! I 
cannot recall it." 

' The wife returned home, sad and sorrow- 
ful. That night she told her husband all, 
but her fears only increased his love; he 
laughed at the curse and said it had died 
out. Six months after this she gave birth 
to a boy, and great were the rejoicings ; but 
she grew sadder and sadder. Yet the curse 
seemed to have worn itself out ; there ap- 
peared no trace of it in the beautiful blue- 
eyed child just bom. " See, the eyes are 
blue, not like yours," fondly said her hus- 
band. " Yes, blue like yours," she replied ; 
" no dog's eyes here." 

' In honour of the young heir's birth the 
seigneur gave a large village f6te^ to which 
the gipsies also were asked ; all wished to 
join in the brightness of the happy parents. 
That day the mother had forgotten the 
curse, and she walked amongst them happy 
and bright. But suddenly a quarrel broke 
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out amongst the gipsies and villagers, and 
words came to blows. The seigneur inter- 
fered, and in a sudden fit of rage at seeing 
a gipsy rudely throw down one of the boys 
of the village, he came up and knocked the 
gipsy down; the gipsy, enraged and wild, 
rushed at him with his long knife ; the wife, 
seeing the impending blow, flew to protect 
her husband, and the knife, instead of 
wounding him, penetrated her bosom. A 
cry of horror arose on all sides. Tenderly 
and carefully she was lifted and carried into 
the house, where a fruitless effort was made 
to stanch the blood. The despair and 
anguish of her husband were terrible to 
witness. 

^ The old crone was told what had hap- 
pened, and insisted on being taken to the 
house. " Let her come in," the girl faintly 
said ; " I want to ask her a question." She 
came in, holding up her hands, and said, 
" The taint of the dog has left this house for 
ever. Blood has been shed by us. Years will 
come, years will go. The gipsy's blessing 
on this house — on this child," laying her 
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hand on the unconscious infant's head; 
"the gipsy's blessing on you, the martyr 
wife, the noble woman, who has given her 
Hfe for the old name ! Take me away," she 
then feebly said, and she was carried out ; 
and, the exertion proving too much for her, 
she died that night. At the same moment — 
so the legend says — the pure spotless soul 
of the young wife passed away, thanking 
God that she had done her duty and that 
the gipsy's curse, though it had been fulfilled, 
had also been annulled by her blood, given 
in defence of her husband. The brown eyes 
to the last were fixed on him ; they seemed 
to grow steadily brighter until twelve o'clock 
struck ; then, raising herself, she said, " I am 
coming ; together we will go where we shall 
know all, understand all." She held out 
her hand, closed it, as if taking another 
hand, smiled and was gone. 

^This,' said my friend, *is one of the 
legends of sunny France. I will not give 
you the name of the noble family, but the 
story is true. The husband left the castle, 
which is now in ruins. He raised a beau- 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE GIPSY'S CURSE 283 

tiful monument to his dead wife — a figure, 
holding out her hand as if leading some 
one, and at her feet a dog with eyes fixed 
wistfully on her face. The child grew up, 
fair-haired and blue-eyed, and all trace of 
the gipsy's curse has disappeared.' 

When Madame Etienne had finished her 
story it was time for her to retire. Her 
attendant came, so I rose unwillingly and 
turned to wish her good-night. She then 
asked me to come the next morning and see 
her again, as I interested her much, and I 
was to hear another story if she was well 
enough to repeat it. 
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CHAPTER XX 

THE OLD GUABD 

After the stirring story of the preceding 
night I was not surprised to hear that the 
old lady had one of her nervous attacks. 
Her maid, who was as old and almost as 
infirm, informed me that she wished I had 
never come to the house, as in trying to enter- 
tain me her mistress had spoken of things 
which were better left unsaid. She told me 
that her mistress was in some way related 
to the old crone who took the curse off; 
that she rarely related the story to any one ; 
also that all the family had a certain gift of 
second sight and knew all the old legends, 
but that her husband did not like her to 
speak of them, as it always upset her ; that 
if she sent for me I had better talk of 
England, Scotland — anything to distract her 
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mind. Thus ad j ured I felt dreadfully nervous 
on being summoned to her presence. 

I found her in bed. To my surprise she 
kissed me on both cheeks, saying, ' I want 
you to go and see my father. He is quite 
an old man. He was one of the First Em- 
peror's Old Guard. He lives in the next 
room, never leaves it, and I never miss being 
carried into his room; it is my daily pil- 
grimage and his one pleasure.' 

I followed the old maid, who muttered 
to herself, ' Why my master has brought a 
stranger here I don't know.' 

As I entered the room I was startled to 
see at the table an old man, faultlessly 
dressed in the old-fashioned uniform of the 
Old Guard, whose face was of a remarkable 
pallor. On approaching I saw that he was 
quite blind, and his thick bushy eyebrows 
and heavy moustache gave him a most 
extraordinary appearance. There was no 
one with him and he was talking to himself 
incessantly and volubly. The maid took 
my hand and put it in his, saying, * A friend 
of your child's.' How strange it seemed to 
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hear the old infirm lady called a child ! He 
turned his sightless eyes in my direction, 
and, passing his hands quickly across my 
face, said, ' Who are you ? Not one of us ! 
Where do you come from? Who asked 
you to come to the Old Guard ? ' This cer- 
tainly was not very promising, but I had to 
make the best of it, as the maid with a 
sardonic grin said to me, ' Wait here till I 
return ; he is never left alone,' and left the 
room, locking the door behind her. I 
thought it was better to take the bull by 
the horns, so I remarked, ' I am English.' 
His whole aspect promptly changed, and, 
pointing to a box, he said, ' Bring it here.' 
On opening it I found that it was full of 
soldiers, all of which he had made himself. 
For three hours I sat by him, and the blind 
old man with wonderful dexterity arranged 
the soldiers and went through the whole 
campaign of Moscow. Never before had I 
understood that wonderful campaign; step 
by step he explained it to me, constantly 
repeating the words, * You were not there, 
no EngUsh were there.' Finally he built 
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up with endless care a small city. ' This,' 
he said, ' is Moscow, and this is her destruc- 
tion.' To my horror he took a match out 
of his pocket, Ughted it, and in a moment 
the structure was in flames; luckily there 
was nothing inflammable about. One sweep 
of his hand and it fell on the floor, but he 
dragged the table away, saying, ' The French 
army was not burnt. The Old Guard pro- 
tected the empire.' The paper city burnt 
itself out on the floor, the room becoming 
full of smoke. Then the eccentric old man 
seized my hand and exclaimed, ' The Old 
Guard never dies ! ' 

After a pause he said that Waterloo had 
broken his heart. ' Yes,' he added, 'I was 
there,' and then he described the battle. 
In loud, excited tones he acted the whole 
scene, constantly ejaculating ' Om, mon 
Empereur ! ' He told me that the Emperor 
had spoken to one and all of the Old Guard 
individually on the night before he left 
Paris. 'To you I confide the honour of 
France,' he had said ; and how at the battle 
of Waterloo the Old Guard stood back to 
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back, determined not to be taken prisoners. 
' We die — we don't surrender,' was the cry, 
' and we did die,' he said. ' I didn't. To 
me was left the glorious privilege, the high 
honour, of burying my Sovereign on the 
banks of the Seine. I had sworn that I 
would not see my Emperor defeated, and I 
did not see it ; the last gUmpse I caught of 
him was on his white charger shouting to 
us to follow him — no surrender. We 
followed, and I fell nearly unconscious. 
When I rose again I knew that the star 
of Napoleon had set ; I heard the rush of 
retiring soldiers, the flight of cavalry, the 
march of men. I thought my last hour had 
come. Had God turned day into night? 
Had darkness swept over the land? I 
would light a match and see if I could not 
penetrate this veil of awful darkness. I 
lighted one, two, three ; why were they so 
damp ? I felt blood ' trickling ; I was 
wounded ! Where or how I knew not. I 
shouted, " The Old Guard dies but does not 
surrender ! " Then I heard a voice, " Eun, 
man, run, the enemy are behind ! " " Let 
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them come on ! " I cried. " We, the Old 
Guard, can't see them, they can't see us.' 
I felt a rush and I was trampled under foot ; 
my life was saved by falling under a mass 
of dead, my faithful comrades. "We die, 
we don't surrender," I whispered to myself, 
then folded my arms, stretched out my 
limbs, and welcomed death. The Emperor's 
last words were, " Save the Old Guard." 

* When I woke the next morning I found 
that I had been picked out from amongst 
many wounded, put in a waggon, and taken 
to a farmhouse which had beeu captured by 
the enemy. I asked for a light. A voice 
in most atrocious French gruffly told me to 
lie still and not disturb him ; it was that 
of a wounded English soldier. Thinking 
that it was night I obeyed and lay still for 
a long time ; then I asked, " Isn't it daylight 
yet ? " In the same vile French the soldier 
replied, "Man (so rude not to call me 
Monsieur ; but these English are so uncouth, 
such barbarians), it is light." " It is not^' I 
replied ; and then the truth flashed on me : 
I knew I was blind. Yes, my sun had set. 

u 
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I had acted up to my orders, and had not 
surrendered ; but why had I not died ? Any- 
thing better than blindness — a blind soldier, 
never again to see my uniform, never again 
to see my comrades, never again to see the 
sunshine, the trees, and birds. Death 
would be preferable; I would tear oflE my 
bandages ; like one in a paroxysm of mad- 
ness I tried, but was prevented. They were 
good to me, those English, and nursed me, 
sending me back with a safe-conduct and 
saying that the English did not make war 
on blind men* 

^ I accepted my fate. I was of no use to 
my country, so came here, and I have had 
my reward ; for one day I was told I was to 
go to Paris and be one of the guard of 
honour to pay the last tribute of respect to 
my dear chief. He had come back to 
France ; he was to rest amongst the people 
he so loved and who so loved him, in the 
heart of his great city, on the banks 
of the river that flows through its midst. 
There were so few of us left that they took 
me up, a poor old blind man, and dressed me 
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in the dear old familiar uniform, which none 
of us had ever disgraced. I knew it all 
again ; I could feel the dear old buttons, the 
dear old stripes, the dear old facings. They 
led me to my appointed place; I did not 
want them to tell me when to present arms. 
Long before his cofiSbi was in sight I knew 
he was coming. "Yes, Sire," I said as it 
approached, "I am here." The veil was 
lifted.' 

The old soldier suddenly rose and stood 
erect before me. ^ Yes, mademoiselle, once 
again on his white charger I saw him. He 
was alone, in front ; he passed me ; he saw 
me ; in a voice of thunder he said to me, 
" Present arms ! " and I did. No one else saw 
him, no one else heard the word of com- 
mand ; for on,e moment this glorious vision 
was granted me, and then the cloud came 
back. I heard my dead comrades talking : 
the shadowy host was around me, and we 
had assembled together once again. I had 
done what my Emperor would have wished ; 
I came to him once more — ^I, a simple soldier 
in the dear old regiment, came from the 
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uttermost end of France at his call, and 
then with all the pomp and splendour of 
a French military funeral he was solemnly 
laid to rest on the banks of the Seine.' 

I did not dare speak, and I could not 
leave him ; in fact, I did not have the chance, 
for the door was locked. He now seemed 
utterly and entirely oblivious of my presence- 
With feeble, hesitating movements he felt for 
his (jhair and sat down, all the while talking 
incessantly to himself ; then, hiding his face 
in his hands, he sobbed in the most pitiful 
manner. It was heartrending to see his 
torrent of tears and to hear the frequent 
ejaculation, ^The Old Guard is blind and 
helpless : both our stars are set.' 

At last I summoned courage, and, laying 
my hand on his sleeve, said, in the f amiUar 
manner of French people, ' Mon p6re, would 
he like you to shed tears before a stranger ? ' 
This pulled him together; he stopped 
sobbing and said, ^ Go, I must be alone.' 
Fortunately at this moment the old maid 
returned. Looking at me like a fury she 
said haughtily, as if she were an empress. 
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^ Mademoiselle has again been talking ; ' 
adding still more furiously, ^ Mademoiselle 
has tried to bum the house down. I knew 
what would happen when I heard my master 
was bringing an English girl into our house.' 
She then picked up all the soldiers, stroked 
the old man's hair, and, speaking as if to a 
tired child, said, * It is time for your mid- 
day sleep. Lie down.' The old man 
obeyed at once, lay down, and apparently 
was singing hinself to sleep when I left. 
The woman finished arranging the room; 
then, kneeling simply by his bed, said a Uttle 
prayer which he repeated after her. 

She then conducted me to her mistress, 
and said to her, ^The old man is sick. 
Mademoiselle has talked incessantly to him, 
as she did to you last night.' Her mistress, 
knowing her pecuKarities, replied, *It is 
good for the young and for the old to talk.' 

The next morning the old lady was 
better and was carried into her father's 
room. This touching act of a bedridden 
and helpless woman was a holy duty which 
she never missed. The old man treated her 
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as if she were still a child ; told her to get 
her books and sit quiet while he went 
on arranging his soldiers, fighting his in- 
vincible battles — the same story acted over 
and over again. On our wishing him good- 
night he said, ^ If ever I want help I shall 
write to you ; you have power in your face ; 
no one could refuse you.' 

I asked for no more stories ; they upset 
both her and me, and the next day my host 
arrived and took me back to my friends. 
Six years afterwards the maid, to whom I 
had given my address, wrote to me that her 
mistress was dead, her master had gone to 
America, the sons were in Algiers, and the 
old man was almost unmanageable, as he had 
set his heart on going to Paris and had no 
money. Could I help, and she would bring 
him up ? I wrote to the Due de Malakoff , 
stating the whole case. The Due was more 
than kind ; he spoke to the Emperor, who 
at once said that the old man was to have 
a pension and a room in the Invalides. I 
was in Paris when he arrived, and went to 
meet him at the station, where many stared 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE OLD GUARD 295 

at the blind soldier dressed in the old 
uniform. The next day he went to visit the 
tomb of his great chief ; he felt it all over, 
carefully and tenderly, as if it were some- 
thing precious, and was quite happy at being 
near his Emperor. He was most grateful 
to me for getting him this berth, and said that 
his last prayer had been granted — that his 
ashes also, like his great chief's, should rest 
on the banks of the Seine. They had 
fought together, marched together, con- 
quered Bussia together (for that was one 
of his firm convictions, which nothing could 
shake); they had hungered and thirsted 
together ; and at the ^ last call ' they would 
rise together : his sight would be restored, 
and he would see his great captain once 
more. 

I heard from the Due of his death, that 
the Emperor visited him on his deathbed, 
and that all was done as he would have 
wished* 

With this tale of the Old Guard I take 
leave of the banks of the Seine. 
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6 vols. Large Crown 8vo., y. 6d, 
each. 
Cabinet Edition. 8 vols. Post8vo.,48j. 

• Edinburgh ' Edition, 4 vols. 8vo. , 

6s. each. 
Library Edition, 5 vols. 8vo., £4, 
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History, Politios, Polity^ Politioal Memoirs, SLc—continued. 



Maoaulay {LoRD),^coftttnued. 
Critical and Historical Essays, 
WITH Lays of Ancient Rome, etc., 
in I volume. 

Popular EdiHoM. Crown 8vo., as. 6d. 
Authorised Edition. Crown 8va, 
2J. 6d,, or gilt edges y. 6d. 

* Silver Library* Editton. With 

Portrait and 4 Illustrations to the 
• Lays '. Crown 8vo., y. 6</. 

Critical and Historical Essays. 
Studenfs Edition, ivol Cr.8vo.,6j. 
People* s Edition, a vols. Cr. 8vo. , 8j. 

* Trevelyan * Edition, a vols. Crown 

8vo., gs. 
Cabinet Edition. 4 vols. Post8vo.,24J. 

* Edinburgh ' Edition. 3 vols. Bvo. , 

6s. each. 

Library Edition, 3 vols. 8vo., 361. 

Essays, which may be had separately, 
sewed, 6d. each ; cloth, is. each 
Addison and Wal- Ranke and Glad- 



stone. 
Milton and Machia- 

velli. 
Ix)rd Byron. 
Lord Clive. 
Lord Byron,andThe 

Comic Dramatists 

of the Restoration. 



pole. 

Croker's Boswell's 
Johnson. 

Hallam's Constitu- 
tional History. 

Warren Hastings. 

The Earl of Chat- 
ham(Two Essays). 

Frederick the Great. 

Miscellaneous Writings. 
Peoples Edition, i voL Cr. 8vo., 

^.dd. 
Library Edition, a vols. 8vo., 21J. 

Miscellaneous Writings, Speeches 
AND Poems. 

Popular Edition. Crown Bvo., 2J. 6^. 
Cabinet Edition, 4 vols. Post 8vo., 
a4J. 

Selections from the Writings op 
Lord Macaulay. Edited, with 
Occasional Notes, by the Right Hon. 
Sir G. O. Trevelyan, Bart. Cr. Bvo. , ts. 

May.— The Constitutional History 
of England since the Accession of 
George III. 1760-1870. By Sir Thomas 
Erskine May, K.C.B. (Lord Fam- 
borough). 3 vols. Crown 8vo., i8j. 



Merivale (Charles, D.D.). 

History of the Romans under the 
Empire. 8 vols. Cr. 8vo., y. dd. 
each. 

The Fall of the Roman Republic: 
a Short History of the Last Century 
of the Commonwealth. lamo. , 7J. dd. 

General History of Rome, from the 
Foimdation of the City to the Fall of 
Augustulus, B.C. 753- A. D. 476. With 
5 Maps. Crown Bvo. , js, 6d. 

MontajKue.— The Elements of Eng- 
lish Constitutional History. By 
F. C. Montague, M.A. Cr. 8vo., 3*. 6d. 

Powell and Trevelyan. — The 

Peasants' Rising and the Lol- 
lards : a Collection of Unpublished 
Documents, forming an Appendix to 
'England in the Age of Wycliffe'. 
Edited by Edgar Powell and G. M. 
Trevelyan. Bvo., 6s, net. 

Ransome.— The Rise of Constitu- 
tional Government in England. 
By Cyril Ransome, M.A. Crown 
8vo., 6s, 

Boylance-Kent. — The English 
Radicals: an Historical Sketch. By 
C. B. Roylance-Kent. Cr. 8vo., yj. (>d, 

Seebohm. — ^The English Village 
Community Examined in its Relations 
to the Manorial and Tribal Systems, 
&c. By Frederic Seebohm, LL.D. 
F.S.A. With 13 Maps and Plates. 
8vo., i6if. 

Sharpe.— London and the Kingdom : 
a History derived mainly from the 
Archives at Guildhall in the custody of 
the Corporation of the City of London. 
By Reginald R. Sharpe, D.C.L., Re- 
cords Clerk in the Office of the Town 
Clerk of the City of London. 3 vols.% 
8vo., 10s. 6d, each. 

Shaw.— The Church under the Com- 
monwealth. By W. A. Shaw. 2 
vols. 8va 

Smith.— Carthage and the Cartha- 
ginians. By R. Bosworth Smith, 
M.A., With Maps. Plans, &c Cr. 
8vo., 3J. 6d. 

Statham. — The History of the 
Castle, Town and Port of Dover. 
By the Rev. S. P. H. Statham. With 
4 Plates and 13 Illus. Cr. Bvo.. lo.v. 6d, 
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History, Politics, Polity, Political Memoirs, hx^.-^ontinued, 

Trevelyan.— England in the Age of 
Wycliffk. By George Macaulay 
Trevelyan. 8vo., isj. 

Wakeman and Hassall.— Essays 
Introductory to the Study of 
English Constitutional History. 
Edited by Henry Offley Wakeman, 
M.A., and Arthur Hassall, M.A. 
Crown 8vo. , dr. 

Walpole.— History of England 
FROM the Conclusion of the 
Great War in 1815 to 1858. By 
Sir Spencer Walpole, K.C. B. 6 vols. 
Crown 8vo., dr. each. 

Wood-Martin.— Pagan Ireland : an 
Archaeological Sketch. A Handbook of 



Stephens.— A History ofthe French 
Revolution. By H.Morse Stephens, 
Svo. Vols. I. and II., i8j. each. 

Stubbs. — History of the University 
of Dublin, fix)m its Foundation to the 
End of the Eighteenth Century. By J. 
W. Stubbs. 8vo., lar. d/. 

Sutherland.- The History of 
Australia and New Zealand, from 
1606-1890. By Alexander Suther- 
land, M.A., and George Suther- 
land, M.A. Crown 8vo., sj. td. 

Taylor.— A Student's Manual of 
the History of India. By Colonel 
Meadows Taylor, C.S.I., &c. Cr. 
8vo., 7J. td. 

Todd.— Parliamentary Government 
in the British Colonies. ByALPHEUS 
Todd, LL.D. Svo., 30^. net. 

Trevelyan.— The American Revolu- 
tion. Part I. 1766-1776. By the Rt. 
Hon. Sir G. O. Trevelyan, Bart. 
8vo., idy. 



Irish Pre-Christian Antiquities. By W. 
G. Wood-Martin, M.R.I.A. With 512 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 15J. 
Wylie.— History of England under 
Henry IV. By James Hamilton 
Wylik, M.A., one of H.M. Inspectors 
of Schools. 4 vols. Crown 8vo. Vol. 
I., 1399-1404, loj. 6</. Vol. II., 1405- 
1406, lU. Vol. III., 1407-1411, 15J. 
Vol. iV., 14x1-1413, aij. 



Bio^aphy, Personal Memoirs, &c. 



Armstrong. — The Life and Letters 
of Edmund J. Armstrong. Edited 
by G. F. Savage Armstrong. Fcp. 
8vo., ^s. bd. 

Bacon.- The Letters and Life of 
Francis Bacon, including all his 
Occasional Works. Edited by James 
Spedding. 7 vols. Svo. , £^ 4J. 

Bagehot. — Biographical Studies. 
By Walter Bagehot. Cr. 8vo. , 3J. 6d, 

Boevey.— 'The Perverse Widow*: 
being passages from the Life of Catharina, 
wife of William Boevey, Esq. , of Flaxley 
Abbey, in the County of Gloucester. 
Compiled by Arthur W. Crawi^ey- 
BoEVEY, M.A. With Portraits. 4to., 
42J. net. 

Carlyle.— Thomas Carlyle : a History 
of his Life. By James Anthony Froude. 
1795-1835. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. , js. 
1834-1881. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. , 7J. 

Cellini.— Chisel, Pen and Poignard ; 
or, Benvenuto Cellini, his Times and 
his Contemporaries. By the Author of 



Crozier.— My Inner Life : being a 
Chapter in Personal Evolution and Auto- 
biography. By John Beattie Crozier, 
Author of 'Civilization and Progress,' 
etc. 8vo., 14J. 

Dante.— The Life and Works of 
Dante Allighieri : being an Intro- 
duction to the Study of the ' Divina 
Commedia '. By the Rev. J. F. Hog AN, 
D.D., Professor, St. Patrick's College, 
Maynooth. With Portrait. 8vo. 

Danton.— Life of Danton. By A. 
H. Beesly. With Portraits of Danton , 
his Mother, and an Illustration of the 
Home of his Family at Arcis. Crown 
8vo. , 6j. 

Duncan. — Admiral Duncan. By the 
Earl of Camperdown. With 3 Por- 
traits. 8vo., 16s. 

Erasmus.— Life and Letters of 
Erasmus. By James Anthony 
Froude. Crown 8vo., y. 6d, 

Faraday. — Faraday as a Dis- 
coverer. By John Tyndall. Cr. 
8vo. , 3J. 6d. 



TheLifeofSirKenelm Digby,' 'The, FOREIGN COURTS AND FOREIGN 
Life of a Prig,' etc. With 19 lUustra- HOMES. By A. M. F. Crown 8vo., 
tjons. Crown Svo. , 5^. [dr. 
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Biography, Personal Memoirs, h,^.-— continued. 

Fox.— The Early History of Charles 
James Fox. By the Right Hon. SirG. 
O. Trevelyan, Bart. 
Library Edition, 8vo. , i8j. 

* Silver Library' Edition. Crown 

8vo., y. 6d, 
Halifax.— The Life and Letters of 
Sir George Savile, Baronet, First 
Marquis of Halifax. By H. C. 

FOXCROFT. 2 vols. 8vO. , 36J . 

Hamilton. — Life of Sir William 

Hamilton. By R. P. Graves. 8vo. 

3 vols. 15J. each. Addendum. 8vo.,6^. 

sewed. 
Havelook. — Memoirs of Sir Henry 

Havelock, K.C.B. By John Clark 

Marshman. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d. 
Haweis.— My Musical Life. By the 

Rev. H. R. Haweis. With Portrait of 

Richard Wagner and 3 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo. , js. 6d. 
Hiley.— Memories of Half a Cen- 
tury. By the Rev. W. R. Hiley, 

D.D., Vicar of Wighill, Tadcaster. 

With Portrait. 8vo., 151. 
Jackson.— Stonewall Jackson and 

the American Civil War. By 

Lieut. -Col. G. F. R. Henderson. 

With a Portraits and 33 Maps and 

Plans, a vols. 8vo., 421. 
Iieslie.— The Life and Campaigns of 

Alexander Leslie, First Earl of 

Leven. By Charles Sanford Terry, 

M.A. With Maps and Plans. 8vo., i6j. 
IiUther.— Life of Luther. By 

Julius Kostlin. With 62 Illustrations 

and 4 Facsimilies of MSS. Crown 8vo., 

y. (id. 
Macaulay.— The Life and Letters 

OF Lord Macaulay. By the Right 

Hon. Sir G. O. Trevelyan, Bart., 
Popular Edit. ivol. Cr. 8vo., aj. 6</. 
Student's Edition. 1 vol. Cr. 8vo. , 6s. 
Cabinet Edition, a vols. Post8vo.,i2J. 

* Edinburgh Edition.* a vols. 8vo., 

6s. each. 
Library Edition, a vols. 8vo., 36^. 
Marbot.-^THE Memoirs of the Baron 
DB Marbot. Translated from the 
French, a vols. Crown 8vo., js. 
Max Miiller.— AuLD Lang Syne. By 
the Right Hon. F. Max MOller. 
First Series. With Portrait. 8vo., los. 6d. 
Second Series. My Indian Friends. 
8vo., loj. 6d, 



Morris.— The Life of William 
Morris. By J. W. Mackail. With 
6 Portraits and 16 Illustrations by £. H. 
New. a vols. 8vo., saj. 

Palgrave.— Francis Turner Pal- 
grave : his Journals, and Memories of 
his Life. By Gwenllian F. Pal- 
grave. With Portrait and Illustra- 
tion, 8vo., lof. 6d, 

Place.— The Life of Francis Place, 
1771-1854. By Graham Wallas, 
M.A. With a Portraits. 8vo., lar. 

Powys.— Passages from the Diaries 
OF Mrs. Philip Lybbe Powys, of 
Hardwick House, Oxon., 1756-1808. 
Edited by Emily J. Climenson. With 
2 Pedigrees (Lybbe and Powys) and 
Photogravure Portrait. 8vo., \6s. 

RAMAKKlSmiA: His Like and 
Sayings. By the Right Hon. F. Max 
MULLER. Crown 8vo., 5^. 

Reeve. — Memoirs of the Life and 
Correspondence of Henry Reeve, 
C.B., late Editor of the 'Edinburgh 
Review'. By John Knox Laughton, 
M. A. With a Portraits, a vols. 8vo.,28j. 

Romanes.— The Life and Letters 
OF George John Romanes, M.A., 
LL.D.. F.R.S. Written and Edited 
by his Wife. With Portrait and a 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., dr. 

Seebohm.— The Oxford Reformers 
—John Colet, Erasmus and Thomas 
More : a History of their Fellow- Work. 
By Frederic Seebohm. 8vo., 14J. 

Shakespeare.— Outlines of the 
Life of Shakespeare. By J. O. 
Halliwell-Phillipps. With Illustra- 
tions and Facsimiles, a vols. Royal 8 vo., 
a I J. 

Shakespeare's True Life. By Jas. 

Walter. With 500 Illustrations by 

Gerald E. Moira. Imp. 8vo., au. 
Stanley (Lady). 

The Girlhood of Maria Josepha 
HOLROYD (Lady Stanley of Alderly). 
Recorded in Letters of a Hundred 
Years Ago, from 1776-1796. Edited 
by J. H. Adeane. With 6 Portraits. 
8vo., iZs, 

The Early Married Life of Maria 
Josepha, Lady Stanley, from 
1796. Edited by J. H. Adeane. 
With 10 Portraits and 3 Illustrations. 
8vo., 1 8 J, 
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Bio^phy, Personal Memoirs, &o. — continued. 

Verney.— Memoirs of the Verney 

YfMlL.ll— continued. 

Vol III. During the Common- 
wealth. 1650- 1660. By Margaret 
M. Verney. With 10 Portraits, &c. 
Royal 8vo. , 21J. 

Vol. IV. From the Restoration to 

THE Revolution. 1660 to 1696. 

By Margaret M. Verney. With 

Portraits. Royal 8vo., 21J. 

Wellington.— Life of the Duke of 

Wellington. By the Rev. G. R. 

Gleig, M. a. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d, 



Turgot.— The Life and Writings 
OF TuRGOT, Comptroller-General of 
France, 1774-1776. Edited for English 
Readers by W. Walker Stephens. 
With Portrait Bvo., 7s, 6d, 

Verney.— Memoirs of the Verney 
Family. Compiled from the Letters 
and Illustrated by the Portraits at Clay- 
den House. 

Vols. I. and II. During the Civil 
War. By Frances Parthenope 
Vkrney. With 38 Portraits, Wood- 
cots and Facsimile. Royal 8vo., 43J. 



Travel and Adventure, the Colonies, &o. 



Arnold.— Seas and Lands. By Sir 
Edwin Arnold. With 71 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Baker (Sirs. W.). 
Eight Years in Ceylon. With 6 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d. 
The Rifle and the Hound in Cey- 
lon. With 6 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 
y. 6rf. 

Ball (John). 
The Alpine Guide. Reconstructed 
and Revised on behalf of the Alpine 
Club, by W. A. B. Coolidge. 
Vol. I. The Western Alps; The 
Alpine Region, South of the Rhone 
Valley, from the Col de Tenda to the 
Simplon Pass. With 9 New and 
Revised Maps. Crown 8vo. , i2J. net. 
Hints and Notes, Practical and 
Scientific, for Travellers in 
the Alps : being a Revision of the 
General Introduction to the 'Alpine 
Guide'. Crown 8vo., y. net. 

Bent.— The Ruined Cities op Mash- 
ONALAND : being a Record of Excava- 
tion and Exploration in 189 1. By J* 
Theodore Bent. With 117 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Bicknell.— Travel and Adventure 
in Northern Queensland. By 
Arthur C. Bicknell. With 24 Plates 
and 33 Illustrations in the Text. 8vo., 

Brassey.— Voyages and Travels op 
Lord Brassey, K.C.B., D.C.L., 1862- 
1894. Arranged and Edited by Captain 
S. Eardley-Wilmot. 3 vols. Cr. 
8vo., loj. 



Brassey (The late Lady). 
A Voyage in the • Sunbeam ' ; Our 

Home on the Ocean for Eleven 

Months. 

Cabinet Edition, With Map and 66 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., js. 6d. 

'Silver Library* Edition. With 66 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Pofular Edition, With 60 Illustra- 
tions. 4to., 6d. sewed, is. cloth, 

School Edition. With 37 Illustrations. 
Fcp., sj.cloth, or y.white parchment. 
Sunshine and Storm in the East. 

Cabinet Edition. With 3 Maps and 
1 14 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , js. 6d. 

Popular Edition. With 103 Illustra- 
tions. 4to. , 6rf. sewed, is. cloth. 
In the Trades, the Tropics, and 

the • Roaring Forties '. 

Cabinet Edition. With Map and 320 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 7J. dd. 

Browning.— A Girl's Wanderings 
IN Hungary. By H. Ellen Brown- 
ing. With Map and 30 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo. , y. 6d. 

Churchill. — The Story of the 
Malakand Field Force, 1897. By 
Winston Spencer Churchill. With 
6 Maps and Plans. Cr, 8vo. , y. 6d. 

Froude (James A.). 

Oceana : or England and her Colonies. 
With 9 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 
y. 6d. 

The English in the West Indies: 
or, the Bow of Ulysses. With 9 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo., 3j. bds., as. 6d. cl. 
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Travel and AdTenture, the Ciolonies, &o. — continued. 

Howitt. — Visits to Remarkable 
Places, Old Halls, Battle-Fields, 
Scenes, illustrative of Striking Passages 
in English History and Poetry. By 
William Howitt. With 80 Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo., y. 6</. 



Knight (E. F.). 

The Cruise of the 'Alerte': the 
Narrative of a Search for Treasure on 
the Desert Island of Trinidad. With 
3 Maps and 23 Illustrations. Crown 
Svo., y. dd. 

Where Three Empires Meet: a Nar- 
rative of Recent Travel in Kashmir, 
Western Tibet, Baltistan, Ladak, 
Gilgit, and the adjoining Countries. 
With a Map and 54 Illustrations. 
Cr. Svo., y. 6rf. 

The 'Falcon* on the Baltic: a 
Voyage from London to Copenhagen 
in a Three-Tonner. With 10 Full- 
page Illustrations. Cr. Svo., y. 6d. 

Lees. — Peaks and Pines: another 
Norway Book. ByJ. A. Lees. With 63 
Illustrations and Photographs Cr, Svo., 
6s. 

Lees and Clutterbuck.—B. C. 1887: 
A Ramble in British Columbia. By 
J. A. Lees and W. J. Clutterbuck. 
With Map and 75 Illustrations. Cr. Svo., 
y.()d. 

Macdonald. — The Gold Coast : 
Past and Present. By George 
Macdonald. With 32 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo. , 75. 6d. 



Nansen.— The First Crossing of 
Greenland. By Fridtjof Nansen. 
With Z43 Illustrations and a Map. Cr. 
8vo., y. 6d. 

Phillips. —South African Recol- 
lections. By Florence Phillips 
jMrs. Lionel Phillips). With 37 Il- 
lustrations. Svo., ys. 6d. 

Smith.— Climbing in the British 
Isles. By W. P. Haskett Smith. 
With Illustrations by Ellis Carr, and 
Numerous Plans. 
Part I. England. i6mo., y. 6d, 
Part II. Wales and Ireland. 
i6mo., y. 6d, 
Stephen. — The Playground of 
Europe (The Alps). By Leslie 
Stephen. With 4 Illustrations. Crown 
Svo., 3^. 6d. 
THREE IN NORWAY. By Two ot 
Them. With a Map and 59 Illustra- 
tions. Cr. Svo. , as. boards, as. 6d. cloth. 

Tyndall (John). 
The Glaciers of the Alps : being a 
Narrative of Excursions and Ascents. 
An Accoimt of the Origin and Pheno- 
mena of Glaciers, and an Exposition 
of the Physical Principles to, which 
they are related. With 6i Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo. , 6s. 6d, net. 
Hours of Exercise in the Alps. 
With 7 Illustrations. Cr. Svo., 6s. 6d. 
net. 
Vivian.— Servia : the Poor Man's 
Paradise. By Herbert Vivian, M. A. , 
Officer of the Royal Order of Takovo. 
With Map and Portrait of King Alex- 
ander. Svo., 15J. 



Sport and Pastime. 
THE BADMINTON LIBRARY. 

Edited by HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF BEAUFORT, K.G., and 

A. E. T. WATSON. 

Complete in 28 Volumes. Crown Svo. , Price 10s. 6d. each Volume, Cloth. 

*^^* The Volumes are also issued half -bound in Leather, with gilt top. The price can 

be had from all Booksellers. 



ARCHERY. By C. J. Longman and 
Col. H. Walrond. With Contribu- 
tions by Miss Legh, Viscount Dillon, 
&c. With 2 Maps, 23 Plates, and 172 
Illustrations in the Text. Crown Svo., 

I05. 6d. 



ATHLETICS. By Montague Shear- 
man. With Chapters on Athletics at 
School by W. Beacher Thomas ; Ath- 
letic Sports in America by C. H. Sher- 
RiLL ; a Contribution on Paper-chasing 
by W. Rye, and an Introduction by Sir 
Richard Webster, Q.C. , M. P. With 
12 Plates and 37 Illustrations in the Text. 
Crown Svo. , lor. 6d. 
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Sport and ^zAisaoA— continued. 
THE BADMINTON USKkSl— continued. 



BIG GAME SHOOTING. By Clive 
Phillipps-Wolley. 
Vol. I. Africa and America. With 
Contributions by Sir Samuel W. 
Baker, W. C. Oswell, F. C. 
Selous, &c. With 20 Plates and 
57 Illustrations in the Text. Crown 
8vo., lOJ. dd. 
Vol. II. Europe, Asia, and the 
Arctic Regions. With Contributions 
by Lieut.-Colonel R. Heber Percy, 
Major Algernon C. Heber Percy, 
&c. With 17 Plates and 56 Illus- 
trations in the Text. Crown 8vo., 
loi. td. 
BILLIARDS. By Major W.Broadfoot, 
R.E. With Contributions by A. H. 
Boyd, Sydenham Dixon, W. J. 
Ford, &c. With n Plates, 19 Illus- 
trations in the Text, and numerous 
Diagrams. Crown 8vo. , iw. td. 
COURSING AND FALCONRY. By 
Harding Cox, Charles Richard- 
son, and the Hon. Gerald Lascelles. 
With 20 Plates and 55 Illustrations in 
the Text. Crown Svo., ioj. td, 
CRICKET. By A. G. Steel, and the 
Hon. R. H. Lyttelton. With Con- 
tributions by Andrew Lang, W. G. 
Grace, F. Gale, &c. With 13 Plates 
and 52 Illustrations in the Text. Crown 
Svo., lOJ. td. 
CYCLING. By the Earl of Albe- 
marle, and G. Lacy Hillier. With 
19 Plates and 44 Illustrations in the 
l^t. Crown Svo., loj. 6</. 
DANCING. By Mrs. Lilly Grove, 
F. R. G. S. With Contributions by Miss 
MiDDLETON, The Hon. Mrs. Army- 
tage, &c. With Musical Examples, 
and 38 Full-page Plates and 93 Illus- 
trations in the Text. Cr. 8vo., ioj. 6d. 
DRIVING. By His Grace the Duke of 
Beaufort, K.G. With Contributions 
by A. E. T. Watson, the Earl of 
. Onslow, &c. With 12 Plates and 54 
Illustrations in the Text. Crown Svo. , 
lOJ. td. 
FENCING, BOXING, AND WREST- 
LING. By Walter H. Pollock, 
F. C. Grove, C. Prevost, E. B. 
Mitchell, and Walter Armstrong. 
With 18 Plates and 24 Illustrations in 
the Text. Crown Sva, loj. 6rf. 



FISHING. By H. Cholmondeley-Pen- 

NELL. 

Vol. I. Salmon and Trout. Witn 
Contributions by H. R. Francis. 
Major John P. Traherne, &c. 
With 9 Plates and numerous Illustra- 
tions of Tackle, &c. Crown 8vo., 

lOJ. (id. 

Vol. II. Pike and other Coarse 
Fish. With Contributions by the 
Marquis of Exeter, William 
Senior, G. Christopher Davis, 
&c. With 7 Plates and numerous 
Illustrations of Tackle, &c. Crown 
8vo., lOJ. (id. 
FOOTBALL. By Montague Shear- 
man, W. J. Oakley, G. O. Smith, 
Frank Mitchell, &c. With 19 Plates 
and 35 Illustrations in the Text. Cr. 
8vo., loy. td. 
GOLF. By Horace G. Hutchinson. 
With Contributions by the Rt. Hon. A. 
J. Balfour, M.P., Sir Walter 
Simpson, Bart., Andrew Lang, &c. 
With 32 Plates and 57 Illustrations in 
the Text. Cr. Svo., ioj. dd. 

H UNTING. By His Grace the Duke of 
Beaufort K.G., and Mowbray 
Morris. With Contributions by the 
Earl of Suffolk and Berkshire, 
Rev. £. W. L. Davies, G. H. Long- 
man, &c. With 5 Plates and 54 Illus- 
trations in the Text. Crown Svo., 
IOJ. dd. 

MOUNTAINEERING. By C. T. Dent. 
With Contributions by Sir W. M. Con- 
way, D. W. Freshfield, C. E. Ma- 
thews, &a With 13 Plates and 95 
Illustrations in the Text. Crown Svo., 
\os. dd. 

POETRY OF SPORT (THE).— Selected 
by Hedley Peek. With a Chapter on 
Classical Allusions to Sport by Andrew 
Lang, and a Special Preface to the 
Badminton Library by A. E. T. Wat- 
son. With 32 Plates and 74 Illustra- 
tions in the Text. Crown Svo., \os. dd. 

RACING AND STEEPLE-CHASING. 
By the Earl of Suffolk and Berk- 
shire, W. G. Craven, the Hon. F. 
Lawley, Arthur Coventry, and 
A. E. T. Watson. With Frontispiece 
and 56 Illustrations in the Text. Crown 
Svo., lOf. dd. 
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Sport and fzAiimA-^ontinued. 
THE BADMINTON IaIVBJAY— continued. 

SKATING, CURLING, TOBOGGAN- 
ING. By J. M. Heathcotk, C. G. 
Tebbutt, T. Maxwell Witham, 
Rev. John Kerr, Ormond Hake, 
Henry A. Buck, &c. With la Plates 
and 27a Illustrations in the Text. Cr. 
8vo., lof 6d. 
SWIMMING, By Archibald Sinclair 
and William Henry, Hon. Sees of 
the Life-Saving Society. With 13 Plates 
and 106 Illustrations in the Text. Cr. 
8vo., JOS. 6d. 
TENNIS, LAWN TENNIS, RAC- 
KETS, AND FIVES. By J. M. and 
C. G. Heathcote, E. O Pleydell- 
Bouverie, and A. C. Ainger. With 
Contributions by the Hon. A. Lyttel- 
TON, W. C. Marshall, Miss L. Dod, 
&c. With 12 Plates and 67 Illustra- 
tions in the Text. Crown 8va , los. 6d. 
YACHTING. 
Vol. I. Cruising, Construction of 
Yachts, Yacht Racing Rules, 
Fitting-out, &c. By Sir Edward 
Sullivan, Bart, The Earl of 
Pembroke, Lord Brassey,K.C.B., 
C. E. Seth-Smith, C.B., G. L. 
Watson, R. T. Pritchett, E. F. 
Knight, &c. With 21 Plates and 
93 Illustrations in the Text. Crown 
8vo., loj. 6d. 
Vol. II. Yacht Clubs. Yachting in 
America and the Colonies, Yacht 
Racing, &c. By R. T. Pritchett, 
The Marquis of Dufferin and 
AvA, K.P., The Earl of Onslow, 
James McFerran, &c. With 35 
Plates and 160 Illustrations in the 
Text. Crown Svo., loj, 6d. 



RIDING AND POLO. By Captain 
Robert Weir, J. Moray Brown, 
T. F. Dale, the Duke of Beaufort. 
the Earl of Suffolk and Berk- 
shire, &C. With 18 Plates and 41 
Illustrations in the Text. Crown 8vo., 
105. 6d. 

ROWING. By R. P. P. RowE and C. 
M. Pitman. With Chapters on Steer- 
ing by C. P. Serocold, and F. C. 
Begg ; Metropolitan Rowing by S. Le 
Blanc Smith ; and on PUNTING by 
P. W. Squire. With 75 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo. , lOJ. 6d. 

SEA FISHING. By John Bickerdyke, 
Sir H. W. Gore-Booth, Alfred C. 
Harmsworth, and W. Senior. With 
22 Full-page Plates and 175 Illustra- 
tions in the Text. Crown 8vo., 10s. 6d. 

SHOOTING. 
Vol. I. Field and Covert. By Lord 
Walsingham andSir Ralph Payne- 
Gallwey, Bart. With Contribu- 
tions by the Hon. Gerald Las- 
celles and A. J. Stuart-Wortley. 
With II Plates and 94 Illustrations 
in the Text. Crown 8vo., lof. 6d. 

Vol. II. Moor and Marsh. By Lord 
Walsingham and Sir Ralph Payne- 
Gallwey, Bart. With Contributions 
by Lord Lovat and Lord Charles 
Lennox Kerr. With 8 Plates and 
57 Illustrations in the Text. Crovm 
8vo., loj. 6d. 



Fur, Feather and Fin Series. 

Edited by A. E. T. Watson. 
Crown 8vo. , price 55. each Volume. 
' The Volumes are also issued half-bound in Leather^ with gilt top. The price can 
be hadfjom all Booksellers. 



THE PARTRIDGE. Natural History, 
by the Rev. H. A. Macpherson ; 
Shooting, by A. J. Stuart-Wortley ; 
Cookery, by George Saintsbury. 
With II Illustrations and various Dia- 
grams in the Text. Crown 8vo., 5J. 

THE GROUSE. Natural History, by the 
Rev. H. A. Macpherson; Shooting, 
by A. J. Stuart-Wortley; Cookery, 
by George Saintsbury. With 13 
Illustrations and various Diagrams 
in the Text. Crown 8vo. , 5*. 



THE PHEASANT. Natural History, hy 
the Rev. H. A. Macpherson ; Shootings 
by A. J. Stuart-Wortley; Cookety, 
by Alexander InnesShand. With 10 ' 
Illustrations and various Diagrams. 
Crown 8vo. , $s. 

THE HARE. Natural History, by the 
Rev. H. A. Macpherson; Shooting, 
by the Hon. Gerald Lascelles; 
Coursing, by Charles Richardson; 
Hunting, by J. S. Gibbons and G. H. 
Longman; Cookery, by Col. Kenney 
Herbert. With 9 lUus. Cr. 8vo., y. 
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Fur, Feather and 

RED DEER Natural History, by 
the Rev. H. A. Macpherson ; Deer 
Stalking by Cameron of Lxx:hiel. 
Stag Hunting, by Viscount Ebring- 
TON ; Cookery, by Alexander Innes 
Shand. With lo Illustrations. Crown 
8vo., SJ. 

THE RABBIT. By Jambs Edmund 
Harting. With a Chapter on Cookeiy 
by Alexander Innes Shand. With 
lo Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , $$. 

WILDFOWL. By the Hon. John 
Scott Montagu. With Illustrations, 
&c. [/« preparation. 



Fin SE.li\EB— continued, 

THE SALMON. By the Hon. A. E. 
Gathorne-Hardy. With Chapters on 
the Law of Salmon -Fishing by Claud 
Douglas Pennant; Cookery, by 
Alexander Innes Shand. With 8 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , $s. 



THE TROUT. By the MARQUESS op 
Granby. With Chapters on Breeding 
of Trout by Col. H. Custance ; and 
Cookery, by Alexander Innes 
Shand. With 12 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo.. 5J. 



Andr^. — Colonel Bogey's Sketch- 
book. Comprising an Eccentric Col- 
lection of Scribbles and Scratches found 
in disused Lockers and swept up in the 
Pavilion, together with sundry After- 
Dinner Sayings of the Colonel By R. 
Andrb. West Herts Golf Clua 
Oblong 4to., ar. 6d 

Blackburne. — Mr. Bi^ckburne's 
Games at Chess. Selected, Anno- 
tated and Arranged by Himself. Edited, 
with a Biographical Sketch and a brief 
History of Blindfold Chess, by P. 
Anderson Graham 8vo., js. 6d. net. 

DEAD SHOT (THE) : or, Sportsman's 
Complete Guide. Being a Treatise on 
the Use of the Gun, with Rudimentary 
and Finishing Lessons in the Art of 
Shooting Game of all kinds. Also 
Game-driving, Wildfowl and Pigeon- 
shooting, Dog-breaking, etc. By Marks- 
man. With numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., los. 6d. 

Ellis.— Chess Sparks ; or, Short and 
Bright Games of Chess. Collected and 
Arranged by J. H. Ellis, M.A. 8vo., 
4J. 6d. 

Folkard.— The Wild-Fowler: A 
Treatise on Fowling, Ancient and 
Modern ; descriptive also of Decoys 
and Flight-ponds, Wild-fowl Shooting, 
Gunning-punts, Shooting-yachts, &c. 
Also Fowling in the Fens and in Foreign 
Countries, Rock-fowling, &c., &c., by 
H. C. Folkard. With 13 Engravings 
on Steel, and several Woodcuts. 8vo., 
I2J. 6d. 

Ford.— The Theory and Practice op 
Archery. By Horace Ford. New 
Edition, thoroughly Revised and Re- 
written by W. Butt, M.A. With a Pre- 
face by C. J. Longman, M.A. 8vo., 14J. 



Pranols.— A Book on Angling: or, 
Treatise on the Art of Fishing in every 
Branch; including full Illustrated List 
of Salmon Flies. By Francis Francis. 
With Portrait and Coloured Plates. 
Crown 8vo., 15J. 

Gibson.— Tobogganing on Crooked 
Runs. By the Hon. Harry Gibson. 
With Contributions by F. de B. Strick- 
land and 'Lady-Tobogganer'. With 
40 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Graham.— Country Pastimes for 
Boys. By P. Anderson Graham. 
With 253 Illustrations from Drawmpjs 
and Photographs. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d. 

Hutchinson.— The Book op Golf 
and Golfers. By Horace G. Hut- 
chinson. With Contributions by Miss 
Amy Pascoe, H. H. Hilton, J. H. 
Taylor, H. J. Whigham, and Messrs. 
Sutton & Sons. With 71 Portraits, 
&c. Medium 8vo., i8j. net 

Lang.— Angling Sketches. By An- 
drew Lang. With 20 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., $s. 6d. 

Iiillie.— Croquet : its History, Rules, 
and Secrets. By Arthur Lillie, 
Champion Grand National Croquet 
Club, 1872 ; Winner of the ' All-Comers' 
Championship,' Maidstone, 1896. With 
4 Full-page Illustrations by Lucien 
Davis, 15 Illustrations in the Text, and 
27 Diagrams. Crown 8vo. , 6j. 

Iiongman.— Chess Openings. By 
Frederick W. Longman. Fcp. 8vo., 
zs. 6d. 

Madden.— The Diary of Master 
William Silence : A Study of Shake- 
speare and of Elizabethan Sport By 
the Right Hon. D. H. Madden, Vice- 
Chancdlor of the University of Dublin, 
8vo., i6j. 
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Sport and ^^Aivoit— continued. 
Ma Bkelyne.— Sharps and Flats : a 

Complete Revelation of the Secrets of 

Cheating at Games of Chance and Skill. 

By John Nevil Maskblyne, of the 

Efenption Hall. With 63 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo., 6s. 
MoflFat.— Crickety Cricket : Rhymes 

and Parodies. By Douglas Moffat, 

with Frontispiece by Sir Frank Lock- 
wood, Q.C., M.P., and 53 Illustrations 

by the Author. Crown 8vo., ar. 6d. 
Park.— The Game of Golf. By 

William Park, Junr., Champion 

Golfer, 1887-89. With 17 Plates and 26 

Illustrations in the Text Cr. 8vo. , js. 6d. 
Payne-Gkdlwey (Sir Ralph, Bart.). 

Letters to Young Shooters (First 
Series). On the Choiceand Useof a Gun. 
With 41 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., js, 6d. 

Letters to Young Shooters (Second 
Series). On the Production, Preserva- 
tion, and Killing of Game. With Direc- 
tions in Shooting Wood-Pigeons and 
Breaking-in Retrievers. With Por- 
trait and 103 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo., I2J. 6d. 

Letters to Young Shooters (Third 
Series). Comprising a Short Natural 
History of the Wildfowl that are Rare 
or Common to the British Islands, 
with Complete Directions in Shooting 
Wildfowl on the Coast and Inland. 
With 200 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. , i8j. 



Pole.--THE Theory of the Modern 
Scientific Game of Whist. By 
William Pole, F. R.S. Fcp. 8vo. , ax. 6d. 

Proctor.— How to Play Whist: 
WITH the Laws and Etiquette of 
Whist. By Richard A. Proctor. 
Crown 8vo., y, 6d. 

Ribblesdale.— The Queen's Hounds 
AND Stag-Hunting Recollections. 
By Lord Ribblesdale, Master of the 
Buckhounds, 1892-95. With Introduc- 
tory Chapter on the Hereditary Master- 
ship by E. Burrows. With 24 Plates and 
35 Illustrations in the Text. 8vo. , 25J. 

Ronalds.— The Fly-Fisher's Ento- 
mology. By Alfred Ronalds. With 
20 Coloured Plates. 8vo., 14J. 

Watson.— Racing and 'Chasing: a 
Collection of Sporting Stories. By 
Alfred E. T. Watson, Editor of the 
•Badmington Magazine'. With 16 
Plates and 36 Illustrations in the Text. 
Crown 8vo., js. 6d. 



Wilcocks. The Sea Fisherman : Com- 
prising the Chief Methods of Hook and 
Line Fishing in the British and other 
Seas, and Remarks on Nets, Boats, and 
Boating. By J. C. Wilcocks. lUustiated. 
Crown 8vo. , 6s. 



Yeterinary Medicine, &o. 

steel (John Henry, F.R.C.V.S., 
F.Z.S., A.V.D.), late Professor of 
Veterinary Science and Principal of 
Bombay Veterinary College. 
A Treatise on the Diseases of the 

Dog : being a Manual of Canine Pa- 
thology. Especially adapted for the 

use of Veterinary Practitioners and 

Students. With 88 Illus. 8vo., 10s. 6d. 
A Treatise on the Diseases of 

the Ox : being a Manual of Bovine 

Pathology. Especially adapted for 

the use of Veterinary Practitioners 

and Students. With 2 Plates and 117 

Woodcuts. 8vo., 15J. 
A Treatise on the Diseases of the 

Sheep: being a Manual of Ovine 

Pathology for the use of Veterinary 

Practitioners and Students. With 

Coloured Plate and 99 Woodcuts. 

8V0., I2X. 

Outlines of Equine Anatomy: a 
Manual for the use of Veterinary 
Students in the Dissecting Room. 
Crown 8vo., 7J. 6(f. 



Fitz wygram.-HoRSES and Stables. 
By Major-General Sir F. Fitzwygram, 
Bart. With 56 pages of Illustrations. 
8vo., 2J. 6d. net. 

Sohreiner. — The Angora Goat 
(published under the auspices of the 
South African Angora Goat Breeders' 
Association), and a Paper on the Ostrich 
(reprinted from the Zoologist for 
March, 1897). With 26 Illustrations. 
By S. C. Cronwright Schreiner. 
8vo., lOf. 6d. 

* Stonehenge.'— The Dog in Health 
AND Disease. By • Stonehenge '. 
With 78 Wood Engravings. 8vo. , ^s. 6d. 



Youatt (William). 
The Horse. Revised and enlarged. By 
W. Watson, M.R.C.V.S. With 52 
Wood Engravings. 8vo., ^s. 6d. 
The Dog. Revised and enlarged. With 
33 Wood Engravin jfs. 8vo.,6^;. 
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Mental, Moral, and Politioal Philosophy. 

LOGIC, RHETORIC, PSYCHOLOGY, ^c. 



ALbbott.—THE Elements of Logic. By 
T. K. Abbott, B.D. i2mo., y. 

Aristotle. 

The Ethics: Greek Text, Illustrated 
with Essay and Notes. By Sir Alex- 
ander Grant, Bart. 2 vols. 8vo.,32j. 

An Introduction to Aristotle's 
Ethics. Books I. -IV. (Book X. c. 
vi.-ix. in an Appendix.) With a con- 
tinuous Analysis and Notes. By the 
Rev. E. Moore, D.D. Cr. 8vo., 
10s. 6d. 

Bacon (Francis). 
Complete Works. Edited by R. L. 

Ellis, James Spedding, and D. D. 

Heath. 7 vols. Bwo. , £3 i^s. 6d. 
Letters and Life, including all his 

occasional Works. Edited by James 

Spedding. 7 vols. 8vo., £4 4s. 
The Essays: with Annotations. By 

Richard Whately, D.D. Svo., 

10s. 6d. 
The Essays: Edited, with Notes. By 

F. Storr and C. H. Gibson. Cr. 

Svo., y. 6d. 
The Essays. With Introduction, Notes, 

and Index. By E. A. Abbott, D.D. 

2 vols. Fcp Svo. , 6s. The Text and 

Index only, without Introduction and 

Notes, in One Volume. Fcp. Svo., 

2j. 6d. 

Bain (Alexander). 

Mental Science. Crown Svo. , 6s. 6d. 

Moral Science. Crown Svo. , 4s. 6d. 

The two works as above can be had in one 

volume, price los. 6d. 

Senses and the Intellect. Svo. , 155. 

Emotions and the Wili,. Svo., 155. 

Logic, Deductive and Inductive. 
PartL,4f. Part IL, 6j. 6^. 

Practical Essays. Crown Svo., 2j. 

Bray.— The Philosophy of Neces- 
sity; or Law in Mind as in Matter. 
By Charles Bray. Crown Svo., 5?. 

Crozier (John Beattie). 
History of Intellectual Develop- 
ment : on the Lines of Modem Evolu- 
tion. 

Vol. I. Greek and Hindoo Thought ; 
Graeco- Roman Paganism; Judaism ; 
and Christianity down to the Closing 
of the Schools of Athens by Justi- 
nian, 529 A.D. Svo., 14J. 



Crozier (John Beattie)— continued. 
Civilisation and Progress; being 
the Outlines of a New System of 
Political, Religious and Social Philo- 
sophy. Svo., 14J. 

Davidson.— The Logic of Defini- 
tion, Explained and Applied. By 
William L. Davidson, M.A. Crown 
Svo., 6s. 

Green (Thomas Hill). The Works of. 

Edited by R. L. Nettleship. 

Vols. I. and II. Philosophical Works. 
Svo., 16s. each. 

Vol. HI. Miscellanies. With Index to 
the three Volumes, and Memoir. Svo. , 
ais. 

Lectures on the Principles of 
Political Obligation. With Pre- 
face by Bernard Bosanquet. Svo., 

Hodgson (Shadworth H.). 

Time and Space: a Metaphysical 
Essay. Svo., 16s. 

The Theory of Practice • an Ethical 
Inquiry. 2 vols. Svo., 24J. 

The Philosophy of Reflection. 2 
vols. Svo., 2 1 J. 

The Metaphysic of Experience. 
Book I. General Analysis of Experi- 
ence. Book II. Positive Science. Book 
III. Analysis of Conscious Action. 
Book IV. The Real Universe. 4 vols. 
Svo. , 365. net. 

Hume. — ^The Philosophical Works 
OF David Hume. Edited by T. H. 
Green and T. H. Grose. 4 vols. Svo. , 
2Sj. Or separately, Essays. 2 vols. 
14J. Treatise of Human Nature. 2 
vols. 14s. 

James.— The Will to Believe, and 
other Essays in Popular Philosophy. 
By William James, M.D., LL.D., &c. 
Crown Svo., js. 6d. 

Justinian.—THE Institutes of Jus- 
tinian: Latin Text, chiefly that of 
Huschke, wHh English Introduction, 
Translation, Notes, and Summary. By 
Thomas C. Sandars, M.A. Svo. , tSs. 

Kant (Immanuel). 

Critique of Practical Reason, and 

Other Works on the Theory of 

Ethics. Translated byT. K. Abbott, 

B.D. With Memoir. Svo., lar. 6d. 
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Mental, Moral and Political Philosophy — continued. 



Kant (Immanuel)— ^^«/mi«^f. 

Fundamental Principles op the 
Metaphysic op Ethics. Trans- 
lated by T. K. Abbott, B.D. Crown 
8vo. , y. 

Introduction to Logic, and his 
Essay on the Mistaken Subtilty 
OF THE Four Figures. Translated 
by T. K. Abbott. 8vo., 6j. 

Kllliok.— Handbook to Mill's Sys- 
tem OF Logic. By Rev. A. H. KiL- 
LICK, M.A. Crown 8vo., 31. 6rf. 

Ladd (George Trumbull). 

A Theory of Reality : an Essay in 
Metaphysical System upon the Basis 
of Human Cognitive Experience. 
Svo., iBj. 

Elements of Physiological Psy- 
chology. Svo., 21J. 

Outlines of Descriptive Psycho- 
logy : a Text-Book of Mental Science 
for Colleges and Normal Schools. 

8V0., I2J. 

Outlines of Physiological Psy- 
chology. 8vO., I2J. 
Primer of Psychology. Crown 8vo., 

Lecky.— The Map of Life : Conduct 
and Character. By William 
Edward Hartpole Lecky. 8vo., 
loj. dd. 

TjUtosla-wski.—THE Origin and 
Growth of Plato's Logic. With an 
Account of Plato's Style and of the 
Chronology of his Writings. By WiN- 
centy Lutosla wski. 8vo. , 21J. 

Max MuUer (F.). 
The Science of Thought. 8vo. , 2u. 
The Six Systems of Indian Phil- 
- osoPHY. 8vo., i8j. 

MilL— Analysis of the Phenomena 
OF THE Human Mind. By James 
Mill. 2 vols. 8vo., 28J. 

Mill (John Stuart). 
A System of Logic. Cr. 8vo. , y. td. 
On Liberty. Cr. 8vo. , is. 4/f. 
Considerations ON Representative 

Government. Crown 8vo. , 2j. 
Utilitarianism. 8vo., 2j. td. 



Mill (John %i\i k\i)— continued. 

Examination of Sir William 

Hamilton's Philosophy. 8vo. , i6j. 

Nature, the Utility of Religion, 

and Theism. Three Essays. 8vo.,sj. 

Monok.— An Introduction to Logic, 
By William Henry S. Monck, M.A. 
Crown 8vo., sj. 

Bomanes.— Mind and Motion and 
Monism. By George John Romanes, 
LL.D., F.R.S. Crown 8vo., 4r. 6d, 

Stock.— Lectures in the Lyceum ; or, 
Aristotle's Ethics for English Readers. 
Edited by St. George Stock. Crown 
Svo. , 7J. dd. 

Sully (James). 
The Human Mind: a Text-book of 

Psychology. 2 vols. 8vo., 21J. 
Outlines of Psychology. Crown 

Svo. , 9J. 

The Teacher's Handbook of Psy- 
chology. Crown 8vo., di. td. 

Studies OP Childhood. Svo. ioj. 6rf. 

Children's Ways: bemg Selections 
from the Author's ' Studies of Child- 
hood '. With 25 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo., 4J. 6d. 

Sutherland. — The Origin and 
Growth of the Moral Instinct. 
By Alexander Sutherland, M.A. 
2 vols. Svo., 28J. 

S"winbume.— Picture Logic: an 
Attempt to Popularise the Science of 
Reasoning. By Alfred James Swin- 
burne, M.A. Crown Svo., 2J. dd. 

Webb.— The Veil of Isis : a Series of 
Essays on Idealism. By Thomas E. 
Webb, LL.D., Q.C. Svo., 10s. 6d. 

Weber. — History of Philosophy. 
By Alfred Weber, Professor in the 
University of Strasburg, Translated by 
Frank Thilly, Ph.D. Svo., 16s. 

Whately (Archbishop). 
Bacon's Essays. With Annotations. 

Svo., loj. 6d. 
Elemeni-s of Logic Cr. Svo.,4j. 6d. 
Elements of Rhetoric. Cr. Svo., 

4J. 6d, 
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Mental, Moral and Political Philosophy — continued. 



Zeller (Dr. Edward). 

The Stoics, Epicureans, and Scep- 
tics. Translated by the Rev. O. J. 
Reichel, M.A. Crown 8vo., 15*. 

Outlines of the History op Greek 
Philosophy. Translated by Sarah 
F. Alleyne and Evelyn Abbott, 
M.A., LL.D. Crown 8vo., lof. 6d, 



Zeller (Dr. EDWARD)-^onHnued. 

Plato and the Older Academy. 
Translated by Sarah F. Alleyne 
and Alfred Goodwin, B. A. Crown 
8vo., i8j. 

Socrates and the Socr aticSchools. 
Translated by the Rev. O. J. Reichel, 
M.A. Crown 8vo., 10s. 6d. 

Aristotle and the Earlier Peri- 
patetics. Translated by B. F. C- 
CosTELLOE, M.A., and J. H. MuiR- 
HFAD, M.A. a vols. Cr. 8vo. , 24s, 



MANUALS OF CATHOLIC PHILOSOPHY. 

(Stonyhurst Series.) 



A MANUAL OF Political Economy. 
By C. S. Devas, M.A. Cr. 8vo. , df. 6^. 

First Principles of Knowledge. By 
John Rickaby, S.J. Crown 8vo., y. 

General Metaphysics. By John Rick- 
aby, S.J. Crown 8vo., 5J. 

LoGia By Richard F. Clarke, S.J. 
Crown 8vo., s*. 



Moral Philosophy (Ethics and Natu- 
ral Law). By Joseph Rickaby, S.J. 
Crown 8vo., y. 



Natural Theology. By Bernard 
BOEDDER, S.J. Crown 8vo., 6j. 6rf. 



PsYrnoLOGY. By Michael Maher, 
S.J. Crown 8vo., di. (xi. 



History and Science of Language, &c. 



Davidson.— Leading and Important 
English Words: Explained and Ex- 
emplified. By William L. David- 
son, M.A. Fcp. 8vo., 31. td. 



Farrar. — Language and Languages. 
By F. W. Farrar, D.D., Dean of 
Canterbury. Crown 8vo., 6j. 



O-raham.— English Synonyms, Classi- 
fied and Explained : with Practical 
Exercises. By G. F. Graham. Fcap. 
8vo., 6j. 



Max Miiller (F.). 
The Science op Language, Founded 
on Lectures delivered at the Royal 
Institution in 1861 and 1863. 2 vols. 
Crown 8vo., ioj. 

Biographies op Words, and the 
Home of the Aryas. Crown 8vo. , 

Roget. — Thesaurus of English 
words and Phrases. Classified and 
Arranged so as to Facilitate the Ex- 
pression of Ideas and assist in Literary 
Composition. By Peter Mark Roget, 
M.D.,F.R.S. With full Index. Crown 
8vo., lOf. 6</. 

Whately.— English Synonyms. By 
E. Jane Whately. Fcap. 8vo., y. 
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Political Economy and Economics. 

Ashley.— English Economic History 
AND Theory. By W. J. Ashley, M. A. 
Cr. 8vo., Part I., 5*. Part II., los. 6d. 



Bagehot.— Economic Studies. By 
Walter Bagehot. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

Brassey.— Papers and Addresses on 
Work and Wages. By Lord Brassey. 
Edited bv J Potter, and with Intro- 
duction by George Howell, M.P. 
Crown 8vo. , 5J. 

Ohannlng.— The Truth about Agri- 
cultural Depression : An Economic 
Study of the Evidence of the Royal 
Commission. By Francis Allston 
Channing, M.P., one of the Commis- 
sion. Crown Svo., 6s. 

Devas.— A Manual op Political 
Economy. By C. S. Devas. M.A. 
Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d. {Manuals of Catho- 
lic Philosophy,) 

Jordan.— The Standard op Value. 
By William Lbighton Jordan. 
Crown Svo. , 6s, 

Leslie.— Essays on Political Eco- 
nomy. By T. E. Cliffe Leslie, Hon. 
LL.D., DubL Svo., ioj. 6d, 

Macleod (Henry Dunning). 
Economics for Beginners. Crown 

8V0., 2J. 

The Elements of Economics. 2 
vols. Crown Svo. , y, 6d. each. 

Bimetalism. Svo., y. net. 

The Elements of Banking. Crown 
Svo., y. 6d. 

The Theory and Practice of Bank- 
ing. Vol I. Svo., laj. Vol II. 14J. 



Macleod (Henry Dunning)— r^/. 
The Theory of Credit. Svo. In 
I VoL, 30S. net ; or separately, Vol. 
I. loj. net Vol. II., Part I., \os. net. 
Vol. II. Part II., \os. net 
MIU.— Political Economy. By John 
Stuart Mill. 

Popular Edition, Crown Svo. , y 6d. 
Library Edition. 2 vols. Svo., 305. 
Mulhall.— Industries and Wealth 
of Nations. By Michael G. Mul- 
hall, F.S.S. With 32 Diagrams. Cr. 
Svo., Sr. 6d, 
Stephens.— Higher Life for Work- 
ing People : its Hindrances Discussed. 
An attempt to solve some pressing Social 
Problems, without injustice to Capital 
or Labour. By W. Walker Stephens. 
Crown Svo. , y. 6d, 
Symes.— Political Economy. With 
a Supplementaiy Chapter on Socialism. 
By J. E. Symes, M. a. Crown Svo. , 2s. 6d, 
Toynbee.— Lectures on the In- 
dustrial Revolution of the iSth 
Century in England. By Arnold 
Toynbee. With a Memoir of the 
Author by Benjamin Jowett, D.D. 
Svo., 10s. 6d. 
Webb (Sidney and Beatrice). 
The history of Trade Unionism. 
With Map and full Bibliography ot 
the Subject. Svo., iSj. 
Industrial Democracy: a Study in 
Trade Unionism. 2 vols. Svo., 25s. net 
Problems of Modern Industry : 
Essays. Svo. , js. 6d, 
Wright. — Outline of Practical 
Sociology. With Special Reference to 
American Conditions. By Carroll D. 
Wright, LL.D With 12 Maps and 
Diagrams. Crown Svo., 9^. 



STUDIES IN ECONOMICS AND POLITICAL SCIENCE. 



Issued under the auspices of the London 
German Social Democracy. By 
Bertrand Russell, B.A. With an 
Appendix on Social Democracy and 
the Woman Question in Germany by 
Alys Russell, B.A. Cr. Svo., y. 6d. 
The Referendum in Switzerland. By 
Simon Deploige, Advocate. Trans- 
lated by C. P. Trevelyan, M.P. 
Eidited with Notes, Introduction and 
Appendices, by Lilian Tomn. Crown 
Svo., 'JS. 6d. 
The History of Local Rates in Eng- 
land: Five Lectures. By Edwin 
Cannan, M.A. Crown Svo., ar. 6d. 



School of Economics and Political Science. 
Local Variations in Wages. By F. 
W. Lawrence, M.A., Fellow of Trinity 
College, Cambridge. Medium 410., 
8j. 6d, 
The Economic Policy of Colbert. 
By A. J. Sargent, B.A., Senior Hulme 
Exhibitioner of Brasenose College, Ox- 
ford. Crown Svo. , 2j. 6d. 
Select Documents Illustrating the 
History of Trade Unionism. 
I. The Tailoring Trade. Edited by 
W. F. Galton. With a Preface 
by Sidney Webb, LL.B. Crown 
Svo., sj. 
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Bvolation, Anthvopologyi ftOi 



Clodd (Edward). 
The Story of Creation : a Plain Ac- 
count of Evolution. With 77 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 
A Primer op Evolution: being a 
Popular Abridged Edition of 'The 
Story of Creation*. With Illus- 
trations. Fcp. 8vo.| xj. 6ff. 

Iiang (Andrew). 

Custom and Myth : Studies of Early 
Usage and Belief. With 15 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., y. 6d, 

Myth, Ritual, and Religion. 2 
vols. Crown 8va, js, 

Lubbock.— The Origin of Civilisa- 
tion and the Primitive Condition of 
Man. By Sir J. Lubbock, Bart., M.P. 
With 5 Plates and 20 Illustrations. 
8vo., i8j. 



Romanes (George John). 
Darwin, and After Darwin : an Ex- 
position of the Darwinian Theory, 
and a Discussion on Post-Darwinian 
Questions. 

Part I. The Darwinian Theory. 
With Portrait of Darwin and 125 
Illustrations. Crown Svo., 10s. 6d. 
Part II. Post-Darwinian Ques- 
tions : Heredity and Utility. With 
Portrait of the Author and 5 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo., loj. 6d. 
Part III. Post-Darwinian Ques- 
tions : Isolation and Physiological 
Selection. Crown Svo. , 5^. 

An Examination of Weismannism. 
Crown Svo. , 6s. 

Essays. Edited by C. Lloyd 
Morgan, Principal of University 
College, Bristol. Crown Svo., 6s. 



Classioal Literature, Translations, &c. 



Abbott.— Hellenica. A Collection of 
Essays on Greek Poetry, Philosophy, 
History, and Religion. Edited by 
Evelyn Abbott, M.A., LL.D. Crown 
Svo., 7s. 6d, 

jaSlSChylUS.— EUMENIDES OF iESCHY- 

LUS. With Metrical English Translation. 
By J. F. Davies. Svo., 7s. 

Aristophanes.— The Acharnians of 
Aristophanes, translated into English 
Verse. By R. Y. Tyrrell. Cr. Svo., ij. 

Aristotle.— Youth and Old Age, 
Life and Death, and Respiration. 
Translated, with Introduction and 
Notes, by W. Ogle, M.A., M.D. 
Svo., 7s. 6d. 

Becker (W. A.). Translated by the 
Rev. F. Metcalte, B.D. 

Gallus : or, Roman Scenes in the Time 
of Augustus. With Notes and Ex- 
cursuses. With.26 Illustrations. Post 
Svo., y. 6d. 

Charicles: or. Illustrations of the 
Private Life of the Ancient Greeks. 
With Notes and Excursuses. With 
26 Illustrations. Post Svo., y. 6d. 



Butler. — The Authoress of the 
Odyssey, where and when She 
wrote, who She was, the Use She 

MADE OF THE ILIAD, AND HOW THE 

Poem grew under her hands. By 
Samuel Butler, Author of ' Erewhon,* 
&c. With Illustrations and 4 Maps. 
Svo. , 10s. 6d, 

Cicero.— Cicero's Correspondence. 
By R. Y. Tyrrell. Vols. I., II., III. 
Svo., each lar. Vol. IV., icr. VoL 
v., i4r. Vol. VI., I2J. 

Homer. 

The Iliad of Homer. Rendered 
into English Prose for the use ot 
those that cannot read the originsd. 
By Samuel Butler, Author ot 
' Erewhon,* etc. Crown Svo., 7s. 6d, 

The Odyssey of Homer. Done into 
English Verse. By William Morris. 
Crown Svo., 6s. 

Horace.— The Works of Horace, 
rendered into English Prose. With 
Life, Introduction, and Notes. By 
William Coutts, M.A. Crown Svo., 
y. net. 
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Classioal Literature, Translations, &o. — continued. 



Lang.— Homer and the Epic By 
Andrew Lang. Crown 8vo., 91. net. 

Iiucan.— The Pharsalia of Lucan. 
Translated into Blank Verse. By 
Sir Edward Ridley. 8va, 14J. 

MackalL— Select Epigrams from 
THE Greek Anthology. By J. W. 
Mackail. Edited with a Revised Text, 
Introduction, Translation, and Notes. 
8vo., idf. 



Rich.— A Dictionary of Roman and 
Greek Antiquities. By A. Rich, 
B.A. With aooo Woodcuts. Crown 
8vo., ^s. 6d, 

Sophocles.— Translated into English 
Verse. By Robert Whitelaw, M. A. , 
Assistant Master in Rugby SchooL Cr. 
8vo., 8j. 6d. 



TyrrelL— Dublin Translations into 
Greek and Latin Verse. Edited by 
R. Y. Tyrrell. 8vo., 6s. 



Virgil. 
The ^Enbid of Virgil. Translated 
into English Verse by John Coning- 
TON. Crown 8vo., 6s, 

The Poems of Virgiu Translated 
into English Prose by John Coning- 
TON. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

The iENEiDS of Virgiu Done into 
English Verse. By William Morris. 
Crown 8vo., 6s. 

The iENEiD of ViRGiL.freely translated 
into English Blank Verse. By W. J. 
Thornhill. Crown 8vo., js. 6d. 

The iENEiD of Virgil. Translated 
into English Verse by James 
Rhoades. 

Books I.- VI. Crown 8vo., $s. 
Books VII. -XII. Crown 8vo., 5*. 

The Eclogues and Georgics of 
Virgil. Translated into English 
Prose by J. W. Mackail^ Fellow of 
Balliol College, Oxford. i6ino., y, 

Wilkins.— The Growth of the 
Homeric Poems. By G. Wilkins. 
8V0., 6s, 



Poetry and the Drama. 



Armstrong (G. F. Savage). 

Poems; Lyrical and Dramatic. 
8vo., 6s. 



Fcp. 



King Saul. (The Tragedy of Israel, 
Parti.) Fcp. 8vo., SJ. 

King David. (The Tragedy of Israel, 
Part II.) Fcp. 8vo.,6if. 

King Solomon. (The Tragedy of 
Israel, Part III.) Fcp. Bvo., 6s. 

Ugone: a Tragedy. Fcp. Bvo., 6s. 

A Garland from Greece: Poems 

Fcp. 8vo., 7J. 6d. 
Stories of Wicklow: Poems. Fcp. 

8vo., 7s. 6d. 
Mephistopheles in Broadcloth: a 

Satire. Fcp. 8vo. , 4^. 
One in the Infinite: a Poem. Cr. 

8vo., 7s. 6d. 



ArniBtrong.— The Poetical Works 
OF Edmund J. Armstrong. Fcp. 
8vo., ss. 

Arnold.— The Light of the World : 
or, the Great Consummation. By Sir 
Edwin Arnold. With 14 Illustra- 
tions after Holman Hunt. Crown 
8vo., 61. 

Barraud.— The Lay of the Knights. 
By the Rev. C. W. Barraud, S.J., 
Author of ' St. Thomas of Canterbury, 
and other Poems '. Crown 8vo. , 41. 

Bell (Mrs. Hugh). 

Chamber Comedies: a Collection of 
Plays and Monologues for the Draw- 
ing Room. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Fairy Tale Plays, and How to Act 
Them. With 91 Diagrams and 5a 
Illustrations. Crown Bvo. , y, 6d, 
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Poetry and the Lrajna,— continued. 



Coleridge.— Selections from. 
Introduction by Andrew Lang. 



With 
With 



Crown 8va 



ions by 



Goethe.— The First Part op the 
Tragedy of Faust in English. By 
Thos. E. Webb, LL.D., sometime 
Fellow of Trinity College ; Professor of 
Moral Philosophy in the University of 
Dublin, etc. New and Cheaper Edition, 
with The Death of Faust, trom the 
Second Part. Crown 8vo., 6s. 



Gore-Booth.— Poems. By Eva Gore- 
Booth. Fcp. 8vo., ss. 

Ingelow (Jean). 

Poetical Works. Complete in One 
Volume. Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 

Lyrical and Other Poems. Selected 
from the Writings of Jean Ingelow. 
Fcp. 8vo., 2J. 6d.\ cloth plain, 31. 
cloth gilt. 

Ijang (Andrew). 

Grass of Parnassus. Fcp. 8va, 
25. 6d, net. 

The Blue Poetry Book. Edited by 
Andrew Lang. With 100 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo. , 6s. 



Layard and Corder. — Songs in 
Many Moods. By Nina F. La yard ; 
The Wandering Albatross, &c. By 
Annie Corder. In one volume. 
Crown 8vo., $s. 

Iiecky.— Poems. By the Rt. Hon. W. E. 
H. Lecky. Fcp. 8vo., sj. 



Lytton (The 
Meredith). 



Earl of) (Owen 



The Wanderer. Cr. 8vo., ioj. 6d. 
Lucile. Crown 8vo., los. 6d, 
Selected Poems. Cr. 8vo., los. 6d. 



Macaulay.— Lays of Ancient Rome, 

with * IVRY,' AND ' THE ARM AD A '. By 

Lord Macaulay. 

Illustrated by G. Scharf. Fcp. 4to., 

10s. 6d, 
Bijou Edition. 

i8mo., 2s. 6d., gilt top. 

Popular Edition. 



Fcp. 4to., 6d, sewed, is. cloth. 
Illustrated by J. R. Weguelin. Crown 

8vo., 3^. 6d. 
Annotated Edition. Fcp. 8vo., is. 

sewed, i^. 6d. cloth. 

MaoDonald (George, LL.D.). 

A Book of Strife, in the Form of 
THE Diary of an Old Soul: Poems. 
i8mo.. 6j. / 

Rampolli : Growths from a Long- 
Planted Root; being Translations, 
new and old (mainly in verse), chiefly 
from the German ; along with ' A 
Year's Diary of an Old Soul '. Crown 
8vo., 6s. 

Moflfat.— Crickety Cricket : Rhymes 
and Parodies. By Douglas Moffat. 
With Frontispiece by Sir Frank Lock- 
wood, Q.C., M.P., and 53 Illustrations 
by the Author. Crown 8vo. , zs. 6d. 

Moon.— Poems op Love and Home, 
etc. By George Washington Moon, 
Hon. F.R.S.L., Author of ' Elijah,' etc. 
i6mo. , 2J. 6d, 

Morris (William). 

Poetical Works— Library Edition. 
Complete in Eleven Volumes. Crown 
8vo., price 65. each. 

The Earthly Paradise. 4 vols. dr. 
each. 

The Life and Death of Jason. 6f. 

The Defence of Guenevere, and 
other Poems. 6s. 

The Story of Sigurd the Volsung, 
and the Fall of the Niblungs. 6s. 

XX)VE is Enough ; or. The Freeing of 
Pharamond : a Morality ; and PoEMS 
BY the Way 6s. 
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Poetry and the Drama.— continued. 

Komanes. — A Selection prom the 
Poems op George John Romanes, 
M.A., LL.D., F.R.S. With an Intro- 
duction by T. Herbert Warren. 
President of Magdalen College, Oicford, 
Crown 8vo., 41. 6d, 

B-usBelL— Sonnets on the Sonnet : 
an Anthology. Compiled by the Rev. 
Matthew Russell, S.J. Crown 8vo., 



Morris (Wlt,t.lAM)— continued. 

The Odyssey op Homer. Done into 
English Verse. 6s, 

The iENEiDS op Virgil. Done into 
English Verse. 6s, 

The Tale op Beowulp, sometime 
King op the Folk op the Weder- 
GEATS. Translated by William 
Morris and A. J. Wyatt. Crown 
8vo., 6s, 



Certain of the Poetical Works may also be 

had in the following Editions : — 
The Earthly Paradise. 

Popular Edition. 5 vols. lamo., 
25J. ; or w. each, sold separately. 
The same in Ten Parts, 251. ; or 2j. 6d, 

each, sold separately. 
Cheap Edition, in i vol Cr. 8vo. , ys. 6d, 
Poems by the Way. Square crown 

8vo. , 6s. 
*»*For Mr. William Morris's Prose 
Works, see pp. 32 and 31. 
N'esbit.— Lays and Legends. By K 
Nesbit (Mrs. Hubert Bland). First 
Series. Crown 8vo., 3J. 6d. Second 
Series, with Portrait. Crown 8vo. , $s. 
Rankin. — Wagner's Nibelungen 
Ring. Done into English Verse by 
Reginald Rankin, B.A., of the Inner 
Temple, Barrister-at-Law. Vol. I. 
Rhinegold and Valkyrie. 
Biley (James Whitcomb). 
Old Fashioned Roses : Poems. 

lamo., 5J. 
RubXiyXt of Doc Sifers. With 43 

Illustrations by C. M. Relyea. 

Crown 8vo. 
The Golden Year. From the Verse 

and Prose of James Whitcomb 

Riley. Compiled by Clara E. 

Laughlin. Fcp. 8vo., 5J. 



Samuels. — Shadows, and other 
Poems. By E. Samuels. With 7 
Illustrations by W. Fitzgerald, M.A. 
Crown 8vo. , y. 6d, 

Shakespeare.— Bowdler's Family 
Shakespeare. With 36 Woodcuts. 
I vol. 8vo., i+r. Or in 6 vols. Fcp. 

8V0., 215. 

Shakespeare's Sonnets. Recon- 
sidered, and in part Rearranged, with 
Introductory Chapters and a Re- 
print of the Original 1609 Edition. 
By Samuel Butler, Author of 
• Erewhon,' etc. 

The Shakespeare Birthday Book. 
By Mary F. Dunbar. 32mo., is. 6d, 

Words'w^orth. — Selected Poems. 
By Andrew Lang. With Photo- 
gravure Frontispiece of Rydal Mount. 
With 16 Illustrations and numerous 
Initial Letters. By Alfred Parsons, 
A.R.A, Crown 8vo., gilt edges, y. 6d, 

Wordsworth and Coleridge.— A 
Description op the Wordsworth 
AND Coleridge Manuscripts in the 
Possession of Mr. T. Norton Long- 
man. Edited, with Notes, by W. Hale 
White. With 3 Facsimile Reproduc- 
tions. 4to. , lOf . 6d, 



Anstey.— Voces Populi. Reprinted 
from • Punch '. By F. Anstey, Author 
of *Vice Versft*. First Series. With 
20 Illustrations by J. Bernard Part- 
ridge. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d, 

Beaconsfield (The Earl of). 
Novels and Tales. Complete in 11 
vols. Crown 8vo. , is. 6d. each. 



Vivian Grey. 
TheYoungDuke, &c. 
Alroy, Ixion, &c. 
Contarini Fleming, 

&c. 
Tancred. 



Fiction, Humour, &c. 

Birt.— Castle Czvargas : a Romance. 
Being a Plain Story of the Romantic 
Adventures of Two Brothers, Told by 
the Younger of Them. Edited by 
Archibald Birt. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

*Chola.'— A New Divinity, and 
OTHER Stories of Hindu Life. By 
* Chola '. Crown 8vo. , 2j. 6d. 

Diderot. — Rameau*s Nephew : a 
Translation from Diderot's Autographic 
Text. By Sylvia Margaret Hilu 
Crown 8vo. , 3J. 6d. 

Dougall. — Beggars All. By L, 
Dougall. Crown 8vo., y. 6d, 



Sybil 

Henrietta Temple 

Venetia. 

Coningsby. 

Lothair. 

Endymion, 
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Fiction, Hmnour, 8lc.— continued. 



Doyle (A. Conan). 

MiCAH Clarke : a Tale of Monmouth's 
Rebellion. With 10 Illustrations. 
Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

The Captain of the Polestar, and 
other Tales. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

The Refugees : a Tale of the Hugue- 
nots. With 35 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo., y. 6d. 

The Stark-Munro Letters. Cr. 
8vo., y. 6d. 

Farrar (F. W. , Dean of Canterbury). 
Darkness and Dawn : or, Scenes in 

the Days of Nero. An Historic Tale. 

Cr. 8vo., 7J. 6d, 
Gathering Clouds : a Tale of the 

Days of St. Chrysostom. Crown 

8vo., 7s. 6d, 

Fowler (Edith H.). 

The Young Pretenders. A Story of 
Child Life. With la Illustrations by 
Sir Philip Burne-Jones, Bart Cr. 
8vo., 6s. 

The Professor's Children. With 
24 Illustrations by Ethel Kate 
Burgess. Crown 8vo., 6s, 

Francis.— Yeoman Fleetwood. By 
M. E. Francis, Author of ^ In a North- 
country Village,* etc. Cr. 8vo., 6s. 

Froude.— The Two Chiefs of Dun- 
boy: an Irish Romance of the Last 
Century. By James A. Froude. Cr. 
8vo. , y. 6d. 

Gurdon.— Memories and Fancies: 
Suffolk Tales and other Stories ; Fairy 
Legends; Poems; Miscellaneous Arti- 
cles. By the late Lady Camilla 
Gurdon, Author of * Suffolk Folk- 
Lore '. Crown Svo. , y. 

Haggard (H. Rider). 
Swallow : a Tale of the Great Trek. 

With 8 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., dr. 
Dr. Therne. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 
Heart of the World. With 15 

Illustrations, CroMm 8vo., y. 6d. 
Joan Haste. With 20 Illustrations. 

Cr. 8vo., 3i. 6d. 



Haggard (H. Rwkh)— continued. 

The People of the Mist. With 16 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Montezuma's Daughter. With 24 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

She. With 32 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 
y.6d. 

Allan Quatermain. With 31 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Maiwa's Revenge. Crown 8vo., is. 6d. 

Colonel Quaritch, V.C. With 
Frontispiece aud Vignette. Cr. 8vo. , 
y. 6d, 

Cleopatra. With 39 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Beatrice. With Frontispiece and 
Vignette. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Eric Brighteyes. With 51 Illustra- 
tions. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

Nada the Lily. With 23 Illustra- 
tions. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

Allan's Wife. With 34 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

The Witch's Head. With 16 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Mr. Meeson's Will. With 16 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Dawn. With 16 Illustrations. Crown 
Svo. y. 6d. 

Haggard and Lang.— The World's 
Desire. By H. Rider Haggard and 
Andrew Lang. With 27 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo. , y. 6d, 

Harte.— In the Carquinez Woods. 
By Bret Harte. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

Hope.— The Heart of Princess 
OsRA. By Anthony Hope. With 9 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., dr. 

Jerome.— Sketches in Lavender : 
Blue and Green. By Jerome K. 
Jerome. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d. 

Joyce. — Old Celtic Romances. 
Twelve of the most beautiful of the 
Ancient Irish Romantic Tales. Trans- 
lated from the Gaelic. By P. W. Joyce, 
LL. D. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d. 
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Crown 



and 



Fiction, Humour, &o. — continued, 

Morris (William)— ^on/i'^vAf. 
The Roots of the Mountains. 
wherein is told somewhat of the Lives 
of the Men of Burgdale, their Friends, 
their Neighbours, their Foemen, and 
their FelTows-in-Arms. Written in 
Prose and Verse. Square crown 
8vo. , 8j. 

A Tale of the House of the Wolf- 
INGS, and all the Kindreds of the 
Mark. Written in Prose and Verse. 
Square crown 8vo. , 6r. 

A Dream of John Ball, and a 
King's Lesson. lamo., u. 6</. 

News from Nowhere ; or, An Epoch 
of Rest. Being some Chapters from 
an Utopian Romance. Post 8vo., ij, 
€d, 

*»* For Mr. William Morris's Poetical 
Works, see p. 19. 



Lang.— A Monk of Fife : a Story of 
the Days of Joan of Arc. By Andrew 
Lang. With 13 Illustrations by Selwyn 
Image. Crown Svo., y. 6rf. 

Levett-Teats (S.). 
The Chevalier d'Auriac 

8vo., y. 6</. 
A Galahad of the Creeks, 

other Stories. Crown Svo., dr. 
The Heart of Denise, and other 

Tales. Crown Svo. , 6j. 

Ijyall (Edna). 

The Autobiography of a Slander. 
Fcp. 8vo., I J. sewed. 

Presentation Edition. With 20 Illus- 
trations by Lancelot Speed. Cr. 
8vo., 2S. 6d. net. 

The Autobiography op a Truth. 
Fcp. 8vo., I J. sewed ; is. 6d. cloth. 

DOREEN. The Story of a Singer. Cr. 
Svo., 6s. 

Wayfaring Men. Crown 8vo., 6r. 

Hope the Hermit: a Romance of 
Borrowdale. Crown Svo., 6s. 

Max Miiller. — Deutsche Liebe 
(German LoveJ : Fragments from the 
Papers of an Alien. Collected by F. 
Max MUller, Translated from the 
German by G. A. M. Crown Svo., 51. 

MelviUe (G. J. Whyte). 



The Gladiators. 
The Interpreter. 
Good for Nothing. 
The Queen's Maries. 



Holm^ House. 
Kate (Coventry. 
Digby Grand. 
General Bounce. 



Cr. Svo., IS. 6d. each. 

Merriman.— Flotsam : a Story of the 
Indian Mutiny. By Henry Seton Mer- 
riman. Crown Svo., y. 6d. 

Morris (William). 
The Sundering Flood. Crown 8vo., 

7s. 6d. 
The Water of the Wondrous Isles. 

Crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. 
The Well at the World's End. 2 

vols. , Svo. , 28J. 
TheStoryof the Glittering Plain. 

which has been also called The Land 

of the Living Men, or The Acre of 

the Undying. Square post 8vo., 5J. 

net. 



19'ewman (Cardinal). 

Loss and Gain : The Story of a Con- 
vert. Crown Svo. Cabinet Edition, 
dr. ; Popular Edition, y. 6d. 

Callista : A Tale of the Third Cen- 
tury. Crown Svo. Cabinet Edition, 
6s. ; Popular Edition, '\s. 6d. 

Phillipps-Wolley.— Snap : a Legend 
of the Lone Mountain. By C. Phil- 
Lipps-Wolley. With 13 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., y, 6d, 

E43iymoiid (Walter). 
Two Men o' Mendip. Cr. 8vo., 6*. 
No Soul Above Money. Cr. 8vo., 6s. 

Reader.— Priestess and Queen: a 
Tale of the White Race of Mexico; 
being the Adventures of Ignigene and 
her Twenty-six Fair Maidens. By 
Emily E. Reader. Illustrated by 
Emily K. Reader. Crown 8vo., dr. 



Sewell (Elizabeth M.). 
A Glimpse of the World. Amy Herbert. 
Laneton Parsonage. Cleve Hall. 

Margaret Percival. Gertrude. 

Katharine Ash ton. Home Life. 

The Earl's Daughter. After Life. 
The Experience of Life. Ursula. Ivors. 
Cr. Svo., js. 6d. each, cloth plain, ar. 6rf. 
each, cloth extra, gilt edges. 
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Fiotion, Humour, &c. 

Somerville and Robs.— Some Ex- 
periences OF AN Irish R.M. By 
E. CE. Somerville and Martin Ross. 
With 31 Illustrations by E. CE. Somer- 
ville, Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Stebbing.— Probable Tales. Edited 
by William Stebbing Crown 8vo.; 
4J. 6d. 

Stevenson (Robert Louis). 
The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll 

ANp Mr. Hyde. Fcp. 8vo., is. 

sewed, is. 6d. cloth. 
The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll 

AND Mr. Hyde ; with Other Fables. 

Crown Svo. , y. 6d. 
More New Arabian Nights— The 

Dynamiter. By Robert Louis 

Stevenson and Fanny Van de 

Grift Stevenson. Crown Svo., 

y.6d. 
. The Wrong Box. By Robert Louis 

Stevenson and Lloyd Osbourne. 

Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Suttner. — Lay Down Your Arms 
{DU Waffen Nieder) : The Autobio- 
graphy of Martha Tilling. By Bertha 
VON Suttner. Translated by T. 
Holmes. Crown 8vo., u. 6d. 

Taylor. — Early Italian Love- 
Stories. Taken from the Originals by 
Una Taylor. With 13 Illustrations by 
Henry J. Ford. Crown 4to., 15J. net. 

TroUope (Anthony). 
The Warden. Cr. 8vo., is. 6d. 
Barchester Towers. Cr. 8vo., is. 6d. 

Walford (L. B.). 
The Intruders. Crown 8vo., 6s. 
Leddy Marget. Crown 8vo., 2J. 6d. 
IVA Kildare : a Matrimonial Problem. 

Crown 8vo. , dr. 
Mr. Smith : a Part of his Life. Crown 

8vo., ay. 6d. 
The Baby's Grandmother. Crown 

8vo., 2J. 6d. 
Cousins. Crown 8vo. , as. 6d. 
Troublesome Daughters. Crown 

8vo., 2s. 6d. 



■continued, 

Walford (L. B.).— continued. 
Pauline. Crown 8vo., 21. 6d. 
Dick Netherby. Crown 8vo., 2J. 6d. 
The History of a Week. Crown 

8vo.. 2s. 6d. 
A Stiff-necked Generation. Crown 

Svo. ar. 6d. 
Nan, and other Stories. Cr. 8vo. , 2j. 6d. 
The Mischief of Monica. Crown 

8vo., 2J. 6d. 
The One Good Guest. Cr. 8vo. , ar. 6d. 
' Ploughed,' and other Stories. Crown . 

8vo., 2s. 6d. 
The Matchmaker. Cr. 8vo., 21. 6d. 

Ward.— One Poor Scruple. By Mrs. 
Wilfrid Ward. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

Watson. — Racing and 'Chasing : a 
Volume of Sporting Stories. By 
Alfred E. T. Watson, Editor of 
the ' Badminton Magazine '. With 16 
Plates and 36 Illustrations in the Text. 
Crown 8vo. , 7s. 6d. 

Weyman (Stanley). 
The House of the Wolf. With 

Frontispiece and Vignette. Cr. 8vo., 

3*. 6d. 
A Gentleman of France. With 

Frontispiece and Vignette. Cr. 8vo., 

dr. 
The Red Cockade. With Frontispiece 

and Vignette. Cr. 8vo., dr. 
Shrewsbury. With 24 Illustrations by 

Claude Shepperson. Cr. 8vo., 6s. 

Whishaw (Fred.). 
A BoYAR of the Terrible : a Romance 
of the Court of Ivan the Cruel, First 
Tzar of Russia. With 12 Illustrations 
by H. G. -Massey, A.R.E. Cr. 8vo., 
dr. 

A Tsar's Gratitude: a Story of 
Modem Russia. Cr. 8vo., 6s. 

Woods.— Weeping Ferry, and other 
Stories. By Margaret L. Woods, 
Author of ' A Village Tragedy '. Crown 
8vo., df. 



Popular Soienoe (Natural History, &c.)« 



Beddard. — The Structure and 
Classification of Birds. By Frank 
E. Beddard, M.A., F.R.S., Prosector 
and Vice-Secretary of the Zoological 
Society of London. With 252 Illustra- 
tions. 8vo., 21J. net. 



Butler.— Our Household Insects. 
An Account of the Insect-Pests found 
in DweUing-Houses. By Edward 
A. Butler, B.A., B.Sc. (Lond.). 
With 113 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 
y.6d. 
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Popular Science (Natural History, &c.)« 



Fumeaux (W.). 

The Outdoor World ; or, The Young 
Collector's Handbook. With i8 
Plates (i6 of which are coloured) 
and 549 Illustrations in the Text. 
Crown 8vo., yj. 6d. 

Butterflies and Moths (British). 
With 13 coloured Plates and 241 
Illustrations in the Text. Crown 8vo., 
7s. 6d. 

Life in Ponds and Streams. With 
8 coloured Plates and 331 Illustra- 
tions in the Text. Cr. 8vo., 71. 6d, 
Hartwig (Dr. George). 

The Sea and its Living Wonders. 
With 12 Plates and 303 Woodcuts. 
8vo., 7s, net 

The Tropical World. With 8 Plates 
and 172 Woodcuts. 8vo., 71. net 

The Polar World. With 3 Maps, 8 
Plates and 85 Woodcuts. 8vo. , js. net. 

The Subterranean World. With 
3 Maps and 80 Woodcuts. 8vo. , js. net. 

The Aerial World. With Map, 8 
Plates and 60 Woodcuts. 8 vo. , 75. net. 

Heroes of the Polar World. With 
19 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 2J. 

Wonders of the Tropical Forests. 
With 40 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , 2j. 

Workers under the Ground. With 

29 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., or. 
Marvels over our Heads. With 29 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , as. 
Sea Monsters and Sea Birds. With 

75 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , ar. 6d. 
Denizens of the Deep. With 117 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., ar. 6d. 
Volcanoes and Earthquakes. With 

30 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 2r. 6d. 
Wild Animals of the Tropics. 

With 66 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 

Helmholtz. — Popular Lectures on 
Scientific Subjects. By Hermann 
VON Helmholtz. With 68 Woodcuts. 
2 vols. Crown 8vo. , y, 6d, each. 

Hudson (W. H.). 
British birds. With a Chapter on 
Structure and Classification by Frank 
E. Beddard,F.R.S. With 16 Plates 
(8 of which are Coloured), and over 
100 Illustrations in the Text Crown 
8vo., js. 6d. 
Birds in London. With 17 Plates 
and 15 Illustrations in the Text, by 
Bryan Hook, A. D. McCormick, 
and from Photographs from Nature, 
by R. B. Lodge. 8vo., 121. 



Proctor (Richard A.). 

Light Science for Leisure Hours. 
Familiar Essays on Scientific Subjects. 
3 vols. Crown 8vo., 5f. each. Vol.1., 
Cheap edition, Crown 8vo. , y. 6d. 

Rough Ways made Smooth. Fami- 
liar Essays on Scientific Subjects. 
Crown 8vo., y. 6d, 

Pleasant Ways in Science. 
Crown 8vo., y, 6d. 

Nature Studies. By R. A. Proctor, 
Grant Allen, A. Wilson, T. Fos- 
ter and E. Clodd. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 

Leisure Readings. By R. A. Proc- 
tor, E. Clodd, A. Wilson, T. 
Foster, and A. C. Ranyard. Cr. 
8vo., y, 6d, 

*»* Far Mr, Proctor's other books see 
p, 28, and Messrs, Longmans 6* Co,'s 
Catalogue of Scientific Works. 
Stanley.— A Familiar History of 

Birds. By E. Stanley, D.D., for- 
merly Bishop of Norwich. With 160 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , y. 6rf. 
Wood (Rev. J. G.). 

Homes without Hands : a Descrip- 
tion of the Habitation of Animals, 
classed according to the Principle of 
Construction. With 140 Illustrations. 
8vo. , 7J. net. 

Insects at Home . a Popular Account 
of British Insects, their Structure, 
Habits and Transformations. With 
700 Illustrations. 8vo., 75. net. 

Out of Doors; a Selection of Origi- 
nal Articles on Practical Natural 
History. With 11 Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo., y. 6d. 

Strange Dwellings: a Description 
of the Habitations of Animals, 
abridged from 'Homes without 
Hands '. With 60 Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo., y. 6d. 

Petland Revisited. With 33 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo., 3^. 6d. 

Bird Life of the Bible. With 32 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Wonderful Nests. With 30 Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo. , y. dd. 

Homes under the Ground. With 

28 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 
Wild Animals of the Bible. With 

29 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d. 
Domestic Animals of the Bible. 

With 23 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 
The Branch Builders. With 28 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 2J. 6d. 
Social Habitations and Parasitic 

Nests. With 18 Illus. Cr. 8vo., 2i: 
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Works of Reference. 



G"wilt.— An ENCYCLOP-fiDiA OF Archi- 
tecture. By Joseph Gwilt, F.S.A. 
Illustrated with more than iioo Engrav- 
ings on Wood. Revised (1888), with 
Alterations and Considerable Addi- 
tions by Wyatt Papworth. 8vo., 
£a las, 6d. 

Maunder (Samuel). 

BiOGR Ai HICAL TREASURY. With Sup- 
plement brought down to 1889. By 
Rev. James wood. Fcp. 8vo. , 6s, 

Treasury of Geography, Physical, 
Historical, Descriptive, and PoliticaL 
With 7 Maps and 16 Plates. Fcp. 
8vo., 6j. 

The Treasury of Bible Know- 
ledge. By the Rev. J. Ayre, M.A. 
With 5 Maps, 15 Plates, and 300 
Woodcuts. Fcp. 8vo., 6s. 

Treasury of Knowledge and 
Library of Reference. Fcp. 8vo. , 
6s. 

Historical Treasury : Fcp. 8vo., 6s. 



Maunder iQeiJDMel)—conHnugd. 
Scientific and Literary Treasury. 

Fcp. 8vo., 6s. 
The Treasury of Botany. Edited 
by J. Lindley, F.R,S., and T. 
Moore, F.L.S. With 274 Wood- 
cuts and 20 Steel Plates. 2 vols. 
Fc^. 8vo., I2J. 
Boget.--THESAURUS of English Words 
AND Phrases. Classified and Ar- 
ranged so as to Facilitate the Expression 
of Ideas and assist in Literary Composi- 
tion. By Peter Mark Roget, M.D., 
F.R.& Recomposed throughout, en- 
larged and improved, partly from the 
Author's Notes and with a full Index, 
by the Author's Son, John Lewis 
Roget. Crown 8vo., ioj. 6d. 
Willich.— Popular Tables for giving 
information for ascertaining the value of 
Lifehold, Leasehold, and Church Pro- 
perty, the Public Funds, &c. By 
Charles M. Willich. Edited by H. 
Bence Jones. Crown 8vo., tos. 6d. 



Children's Books. 



Buckland.— Two Little Runaways. 
Adapted from the French of Louis 
Desnoyers. By James Buckland. 
With no Illustrations by Cecil Aldin. 
Crown 8vo., dr. 

CJrake (Rev. A. D.). 

Edwy the Fair; or, the First Chro- 
nicle of iEscendune. Crown 8vo. , as.6d. 

Alfgarthe Dane: or,theSecond Chro- 
nicle of iEscendune. Cr. 8vo. , aj. 6d. 

The Rival Heirs: being the Third 
and Last Chronicle of iEscendune. 
Crown 8vo., 2J. 6d. 

The House of Walderne. A Tale 
of the Cloister and the Forest in the 
Days of the Barons' Wars. Crown 
8vo., ax. 6d, 

Brian Fitz-Count. A Story of Wal- 
lingford Castle and Dorchester Abbey. 
Crown 8vo., as. 6d. 

Henty (G. A.).— Edited by. 

Yule Logs: A Story-Book for Boys. 
With 61 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 
6s. 

Yule Tide Yarns. With 45 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 6s, 



Lang (Andrew)— Edited by. 

The Blue Fairy Book. With 138 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 
The Red Fairy Book. With 100 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., dr. 
The Green Fairy Book. With 99 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. , dr. 
The Yellow Fairy Book. With 104 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., d;. 
The Pink Fairy Book. With 67 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., dr. 
The Blue Poetry Book. With 100 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 
The Blue Poetry Book. School 

Edition, without Illustrations. Fcp. 

8vo., 2J. 6d. 
The True Story Book. With 6d 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 
The Red True Story Book. With 

100 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 
The Animal Story Book. With 

d7 Illustrations. Crown 8vo., dr. 
The Red Book of Animal Stories. 

With d5 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., dr. 
The Arabian Nights Entertain- 
ments. With 6d Illustrations. Crown 

8vo., dr. 
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Children's BooIka— continued. 



Meade (L. T.). 

Daddy's Boy. With 8 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., y. 6d, 

Deb and the Duchess. With 7 nius- 
trations. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

The Bbresford Prize. With 7 Illus- 
tions. Crown 8vo., 31. 6d. 

The House op Surprises. With 6 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Praeger (Rosamond). 

The Adventures of the Three 
BoLp Babes : Hector, Honoria and 
Alisander. A Story in Pictures. With 
24 Coloured Plates and 34 Outline 
Pictures. Oblong 4to., y. 6d. 

The Further Doings op the Three 
Bold Babes. With 24 Coloured 
Plates and 24 Outline Pictures. Ob- 
long 4to., y, 6d. 



StevenBon.— A Child's Garden of 
Verses. By Robert Louis Stevenson. 
fcp. 8vo. , 5*. 

Upton (Florence K. , and Bertha). 

The Adventures of Two Dutch 
Dolls and a * Golliwogg '. With 
31 Coloured Plates and numerous 
Illustrations m the Text. Oblong 
4to., 6s. 

The Golliwogg's Bicycle Club. 
With 31 Coloured Plates and 
numerous Illustrations in the Text. 
Oblong 4to., 6s. 

The Golliwogg at the Seaside. 
With 31 Coloured Plates and 
numerous Illustrations in the Text. 
Oblong 4to. , 6s, 

The Golliwogg in War. With 31 
Coloured Plates. Oblong 4to., 6s, 

The Vege-Men's Revenge. With 31 
Coloured Plates and numerous Illus- 
trations m the Text Oblong 410., 6s. 



The Silver 

Crown 8vo. 3^. 6d, 

Arnold'! (Sir Edwin) Seat and Lands. 

With 71 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Eigehot*! (W.) Blo^aphloal Btadtei. 

y. 6d. 

Bagehot*B (W.) Economic Btodtes. y. 6d, 

Ba^ehot's (W.) Literary Studies. With 
Portrait. 3 vols. y. 6d. each. 

Baker's (Sir S. W.) Eight Tears In 
Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Baker's (Sir S. W.) Rifle and Hound In 
Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations. 3J. 6d. 

Baring-Oonld's (Rev. S.) Onrious Myths 
of the Middle Ages. y. 6d. 

Baring-Oould's (Rev. S.) Origin and 
Development of Religions Belief. 3 
vols. y. 6d. each. 

Becker's (W. A.) Gallns: or, Roman 
Scenes in the Time of Augustus. With 
26 Illustrations. 3^. 6d. 

Becker's (W. A.) Charldes : or, Illustra- 
tions of the Private Life of the Ancient 
Greeks. With 26 Illustrations. y.6d. 

Bent's (J. T.) The Ruined Cities of Ma- 
Bhonaland. With X17 Illustrations. 
y.6d. 



Library. 

EACH Volume. 

Brassey 's (Lady) A Voyage In the < Sui 

beam*. With 66 Illustrations. y,6d 
GhorohlU's (W. S.) The Story of the 

Malakand Field Foroe, 1897. With 6 

Maps and Plans. 3^. 6d. 
Glodd's (E.) Story of Creation : a Plain 

Account of Evolution. With jj Illus- 
trations, y. 6d. 
Conybeare (Rev. W. J.) and Howson's 

(Very Rev. J. S.) Life and Epistles of 

St. Paul. With 46 Illustrations. y.6d. 
Dougall's(L.) Beggars All ; a Novel y.6d. 
Doyle's (A. Conan) Micah Clarke. A Tale 

of Monmouth's Rebellion. With 10 

Illustrations, y. 6d. 
Doyle's (A. Conan) The Captain of the 

Polestar, and other Tales, y. 6d. 
Doyle's (A. Conan) The Refngees : A 

Tale of the Huguenots. With 25 

Illustrations. 3^. 6d. 
Doyle's (A. Conan) The Stark Mnnro 

Letters, y. 6d. 
Fronde's (J. A.) The History of England, 

fix)m the Fall of Wolsey to the Defeat 

of the Spanish Armada. 12 voU. 

y. 6d, each. 
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The Silver \Ai!)af!ZX^— continued. 



Froude'i (J. A.) Tho En^sh in Ireland. 

3 vols. 105. (id, 

Fronde*! (J. A.) The Divorce of Catherine 

of Ara^on. y, 6d. 
Froude'g (J. A.) The Spaniih Story of 

the Armada, and other Elssays. y. 6d. 
Froude'g(J. A.) Short Studies on Great 

Subjects. 4 vols. 3^. 6d. each. 
Fronde's (J. A.) Oceana, or En^and 

and Her Colonies. With 9 lUustra- 

•tions. 31. 6d, 
Froude'B (J. A.) The Council of Trent 

y. 6d. 
Froude'B (J. A.) The Life and Letters 

of Erasmus. 3^. (>d. 
Fronde's (J. A.) Thomas Carlyle: a 

History of his Life. 

1795- 1835. 2 v<^ls. 7J. 

1834-1881. a vols. 7s. 
Fronde's (J. A.) C»sar : a Sketch, y. 6d. 
Fronde's (J. A.) The Two Chiefo of Dun- 
boy: an Irish Romance of the Last 

Century, y. 6d. 
Olel^'B (Rev. 0. R.) Life of the Dulce of 

WeUington. With Portrait, y. 6d. 
Greville's (C C. F.) Journal of the 

Reigns of King George IV., King 

William IV., and Queen Victoria. 

8 vols, y. 6d. each. 
Haggard's (H. R.) She : A History of 

Adventure. With 32 Illustrations. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Allan Quatormain. 
With 20 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Colonel Quaritch, 
V.C. : a Tale of Country Life. With 
Frontispiece and Vignette, y. 6d. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Cleopatra. With 29 
Illustrations, y, 6d, 

Haggard's (H. R.) Eric Brightoyes. 
With 51 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Beatrice. With 
Frontispiece and Vignette. 3;. 6ii. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Allan's Wife. With 
34 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Heart of the World. 
With 15 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Montezuma's Daugh- 
ter. With 25 Illustrations. 3;. 6d. 

Haggard's (H. R.) The Witch's Head. 
With 16 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Mr. Heeson's Will. 
With i6 Illustrations. 3^. 6d. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Nada the Uly. With 
23 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Dawn. With 16 Illus- 
trations. 3^. 6d, 

Haggard's (H. R.) The People of the Hist. 
With 16 Illustrations. 3?. 6d. 



Haggard's (H. R.) Joan Haste. With 
20 Illustrations, y. 6d, 

Haggard (H. R.) and Lang's (A.) The 
World's Desire. Witb27lllus. 3;. 6d. 

Harte's (Bret) In the Carquines Woods, 
and other Stories, y. 6d. 

Helmholtz's (Hermann yon) Popular Leo- 
tures on Scientific Subjects. With 68 
Illustrations. 2 vols. 3r. 6d, each. 

Hornnng's (E. W.)The Unbidden Guest. 
y.6d, 

Hewitt's (W.) Visits to Remarkable 
Places. With 80 Illustrations. y.6d. 

Jefreries'(R.)The Story of My Heart : My 
Autobiography. With Portrait. 31.6^. 

Jefferies' (R.) Field and Hedgerow. 
With Portrait 3J. 6d. 

Jefferies' (R.) Red Deer. 17 Illus. y. 6d. 

Jefferies' (R.) Wood Magic: a Fable. 
With Frontispiece and Vignette by 
E. V. B. y. 6d. 

Jefferies' (R.) The Toilers of the Field. 
With Portrait from the Bust in Salis- 
bury Cathedral, y. 6d. 

Kaye (Sir J.) and Halleson's (Colonel) 
History of the Indian HuUny of 
1857-8. 6 vols. y. 6d. each. 

Knight'B(E.F.)TheCruiBeofthe<Alerte': 
the Narrative of a Search for Treasure 
on the Desert Island of Trinidad. 
With 2 Maps and 23 Illustrations. 
y- 6d, 

Knight's (E. F.) Where Three Empires 
Meet : a Narrative of Recent Travel in 
Kashmir, Western Tibet, Baliistan, 
Gilgit. With a Map and 54 Illustra- 
tions. 3f. 6d 

Knight's (E. F.) The 'Falcon* on the 
Baltic : a Coasting Voyage from 
Hammersmith to Copenhagen in a 
Three-Ton Yacht With Map and 
II Illustrations. 3;. 6d. 

Kostlin's (J.) Life of Luther. With 62 
Illustrations and 4 Facsimiles of MSS. 
y. 6d. 

Lang's (A.) Angling Sketches. With 
20 Illustrations, y, 6d. 

Lang's (A.) Custom and Myth : Studies 
of Early Usage and Belief. 3J. 6d. 

Lang's (A.) Cock Lane and Common- 
Sense, y, 6d, 

Lang's (A.) The Book of Dreams and 
Ghosts, y, 6d. 

Lang's (A.) A Monk of Fife: a Story of 
the Days of Joan of Arc. With 13 
Illustrations. 3;. 6d. 

Lang's (A.) Myth, Ritual, and ReUgion« 
2 vols. JS. 
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The Silver Library- 



wntinued. 



Lees (J. A.) and Cluttorbuck's (Wal.)B.C. 

1887, A Ramble In British Columbia. 

With Maps and 75 Illustrations. 31. 6rf. 
Uvett-TeatB' (B.) The ChevaUer 

D'Anriao. y. 6d. 
Macanlay*! (Lord) Complete Worki. 

* Albany ' Edition. With 12 Portraits. 

12 vols. 3^. 6d. each. 
Hacaulay's (Lord) Essays and Lays of 

Ancient Rome, etc. With Portrait 

and 4 Illustrations to the *Lays*. 

y. 6d. 
Hacleod's (H. D.) Elements of Bank- 
ing, y. 6d. 
Harbot*s (Baron de) Memoirs. Trans- 
lated. 2 vols. 7J. 
H arshman'B (J. C.) Memoirs of Sir Henry 

Havelock. y. 6d, 
Merivale'B (Dean) History of the Romans 

under the Empire. 8 vols. 3^. 6d. ea. 
Merriman*8 (H. S.) Flotsam : a Tale of 

the Indian Mutiny, y, 6d. 
MiU*s (J. S.) Politieal Economy, y. 6d. 
Mill's (J. B.) System of Logic. 3;. 6d. 
Milner*8 (Geo.) Country Pleasures : the 

Chronicle of a Year chiefly in a Gar- 
den, y. 6d. 
Hansen's (F.) The First Crossing of 

Greenland. With 142 Illustrations 

and a Map. y. 6d, 
Phiilipps-Wolley's (C.) Snap : a Legend 

of the Lone Mountain. With 13 

Illustrations, y. 6d. 
Proctor's (R. A.) The Orbs Around Us. 

3^. 6d. 
Proctor's (R. A.) The Expanse of Heaven. 

y.6d. 
Proctor's (R. A.) Light Science for 

Leisure Hours. First Series, y, 6d. 
Proctor's (R. A.) The Moon. 3;. 6d. 
Proctor's (R. A.) Other Worlds than 

Ours. 3;. 6d. 



Proctor's (R. A.) Our Place among Infi- 
nities : a Series of Essays contrasting 
*our Little Abode in Space and Time 
with the Infinities around us. y. dd. 

Proctor's (R. A.) Other Suns than 
Ours. y. 6d. 

Proctor's (R. A.) Rough Ways made 
Smooth. 35. 6d. 

Proctor's (R. A.) Pleasant Ways in 
Science. 3^. 6d. 

Proctor's (R. A.) Myths and Marvels 
of Astronomy. 3^. 6d. 

Proctor's ( R. A.) Nature Studies. 3;. 6d. 

Proctor's (R. A.) Leisure Readings. By 
R. A. Proctor, Edward Clodd, 
Andrew Wilson, Thomas Foster, 
and A. C. Ranyard. With Illustra- 
tions. 3^. 6d, 

Rossetti'B (Maria F.) A Shadow of Dante. 
3J. 6d. 

Smith's (R. Bosvorth) Carthage and the 
Carthaginians. With Maps, Plans, 
&c. y. 6d. 

Stanley's (Bishop) Familiar History of 
Birds. With 160 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Stephen's (L.) The Playground of 
Europe (The Alps). With 4 Illustra- 
tions, y. 6d. 

Stevenson's (R. L.) The Strange Case of 
Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde; with other 
Fables, y. 6d, 

Stevenson (R. L.) and Osbourne's (LI.) 
The Wrong Box. y. 6d. 

Stevenson (Robt. Louis) and Stevenson's 
(Fanny van de Orift)More New Arabian 
Rights. — The Dynamiter, y. 6d. 

Trevelyan's (Sir 0.0.) The Early History 
of Charles James Fox. 3;. 6d. 

Weyman's (Stanley J.) The House of 
the Wolf: a Romance. 3^. 6d. 

Wood's (Rev. J. G.) Petland Revisited. 
With 33 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Wood's (Rev. J. 0.) Strange Dwellings. 
With 60 Illustrations, y. 6d. 

Wood's (Rev. J. 0.) Out of Doors. With 
II Illustrations, y. 6d, 



Cookery, Domestic 

Acton.— Modern Cookery. By Eliza 
Acton. With 150 Woodcuts. Fcp. 
8vo., 4f. 6d. 



Ashby.— Health in the Nursery. 
By Henry Ashby, M.D., F.R.C.P., 
Physician to the Manchester Children's 
Hospital, and Lecturer on the Diseases 
of Children at the Owens College. 
With 25 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo., 3J. 6d. 



Management, &o. 

Buckton. — Comfort and Cleanli- 
ness: The Servant and Mistress 
Question. By Mrs. Catherine M. 
Buckton. With 14 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., zs. 

B\ill (Thomas, M.D.). 
Hints to Mothers on the Manage- 
ment OP THEIR Health during 
THE Period of Pregnancy. Fcp, 
8vo., IS. 6d, 
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Cookery, Domestio Management, iLQ.--continued. 

De Sails (Mrs.) — continued. 
Sweets and Supper Dishbs X la 

Mode. Fcp. 8vo., u. 6d. 
Tempting Dishes for Small In- 
comes. Fcp. 8vo., ij. 6d. 
Wrinkles and Notions for Every 
Household. Cr. 8vo., is. 6d. 
Lear.— Maigre Cookery. By H. L. 

Sidney Lear. i6mo.. 2s. 
Mann.— Manual of the Principles 
of Practical Cookery. By E. E. 
Mann. Crown Bvo., u. 
Poole.— Cookery for the Diabetic. 
By W. H. and Mrs. PoOLE. With 
Preface by Dr. Pavy. Fcp. Svo., 2j. 6d 
Walker (Jane H.). 
A Book for Every Woman. 

Part I. The Management of Children 
in Health and out of Health. Cr. 
Svo., 2j. 6d. 
Part II. Woman in Health and out 
of Health. Crown Svo, aj. 6d, 
A Handbook for Mothers: being 
Simple Hints to Women on the 
Management of their Health during 
Pregnancy and Confinement, together 
with Plain Directions as to the Care 
of Infants. Cr. Svo., ai. 6d. 



Bull (Thomas, M.l^.)— continued. 
The Maternal Management of 

Children in Health and Disease. 

Fcp. Svo., ij. 6d. 
De Balis (Mrs.). 
Cakes and Confections X la Mode. 

Fcp. Svo., IS, 6d. 
Dogs: a Manual for Amateurs. Fcp. 

Svo., w. 6d, 
Dressed Game and Poultry X la 
■ Mode. Fcp. Svo., is. 6d. 
Dressed Vegetables X la Mode. 

Fcp. Svo., IJ. 6d, 
Drinks X la Mode. Fcp. Svo. , is. 6d. 
Entries X la Mode. Fcp. Svo. , is. 6d. 
Floral Decorations. Fcp. Svo. , is. 6d. 
Gardening X la Mode. Fcp. Svo. 

Part I. Vegetables, is. 6d. 

Part II. Fruits, is. td. 
National Viands X la Mode. Fcp. 

Svo. , I J. 6d. 
New-laid Eggs. Fcp. Svo., ts. 6d. 
Oysters X la Mode. Fcp. Svo. , is. 6d. 
Soups and Dressed Fish X la Mode. 

Fcp. Svo.. IS. 6d. 
Savouries a la Mode. Fcp. Svo. , is. 6d. 
Puddings and Pastry "a la Mode. 

Fcp. Svo., IS, 6d, 



Hisoellaneous and Gritioal Works. 



Armstrong.— Essays and Sketches. 

By Edmund J. Armstrong. Fcp.Svo.,5J. 
Bagehot.— Literary Studies. By 

Walter Bagehot. With Portrait. 

3 vols. Crown Svo., y. 6d, each. 
Baring-Q-ould.— Curious Myths of 

the Middle Ages. By Rev. S. 

Baring-Gould. Crown Svo., y. 6d. 
Baynes.— Shakespeare Studies, and 

Other Essays. By the late Thomas 

Spencer Baynes, LL.B., LL.D. 

With a Biographical Preface by Prof. 

Lewis Campbell. Crown Svo. , 7s. 6d. 
Boyd (A. K. H.) CA.K.H.B.*). 

And see MISCELLANEOUS THEOLO- 
GICAL WORKS, p. 32. 

Autumn Holidays of a Country 
Parson. Crown Svo. , y. 6d. 

Commonplace Philosopher. Crown 
Svo. , y. 6d. 

Critical Essays of a Country 
Parson. Crown Svo., y. 6d. 

East Coast Days and Memories. 
Crown Svo. , y. 6d. 

Landscapes, Churches and Mora- 
lities. Crown Svo., y. 6d, 

Leisure Hours in Town. Crown 
Svo., y. (ki. 



Boyd (A. K. H.) (*A.K.H3.V 

continued. 

LessonsofMiddlbAge. Cr.Bvo.,y.6d. 

Our Little Life, Two Series. Cr. 

^vo. , y. 6d. each. 
Our Homely Comedy: andTragedy. 

Crown Svo. , y. 6d. 
Recreations of a Country Parson. 

Three Series. Cr. Svo., y, 6d. each. 

Butler (Samuel). 
Erewhon. Cr. Svo., 5^. 
The Fair Haven. A Work in Defence 

of the Miraculous Element in our 

Lord's Ministry. Cr. Svo. , 7s. 6d. 
Life and Habit. An Essay after a 

Completer View of Evolution. Cr. 

Svo., 7s. 6d, 
Evolution, Old and New. Cr. Svo., 

10s. 6d. 
Alps and Sanctuaries of Piedmont 

AND Canton Ticino. Illustrated. 

Pott4to., 10s. 6d. 
Luck, or Cunning, as the Main 

Means of Organic Modification ? 

Cr. Svo., 7s. 6d. 
Ex VoTO. An Account of the Sacro 

Monte or New Jerusalem at VaralW- 

Sesia. Crown Svo., 10s. 6d, , j 
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Misoellaneoos and Critioal Ylovk&— continued. 



Butler {Smumkl)— continued. 
Selections from Works, with Re- 
marks on Mr. G. J. Romanes* 'Mental 
Evolution in Animals/ and a Psalm 
of Montreal. Crown 8vo., tj. 6d. 
The Authoress of thk Odyssey, 
where and when she wrote, who 
She WAS, the Use She made of 
THE Iliad, and how the Poem 

GREW UNDER HER HANDS. With I4 

Illustrations. 8vo., los. 6d. 
The Iuad of Homer. Rendered into 
Euglish Prose for the use of those who 
cannot read the original Crown 8vo., 
7J.6</. 
Shakespeare's Sonnets. Recon- 
sidered, and in part Rearranged, with 
Introductory Chapters and a Reprint 
of the Original 1609 Edition. 8vo. 

Calder.— Accident in Factories : its 
Distribution, Causation, Compensation, 
and Prevention. A Practical Guide to 
the Law and to the Safe-Guardin|f , Safe- 
Working, and Safe-Construction of 
Factory Machinery, Plant, and Premises. 
With 20 Tables and 124 Illustrations. 
By John Calder. 

CHARITIES REGISTER, THE AN- 
NUAL, AND DIGEST: being a 
Classified Register of Charities in or 
available in the Metropolis. With an 
Introduction by C. S. Loch, Secretary 
to the Council of the Charity Orgam- 
sation Society, London. 8va, 41. 

Comparetti. — The Traditional 
Poetry of the Finns. By DoMENnco 
Comparetti. Translated by Isa bella 
M. Anderton. With Introduction by 
Andrew Lang. 8vo. , i6j. 

Evans.— The Ancient Stone Imple- 
ments, Weapons, and Ornaments 
OF Great Britain. By Sir John 
Evans, K.C.B., D.C.L., LL.D., 
F.R.S., etc. With 537 Illustrations. 
Medium 8vo., 2&f. 

Haggard.— A Farmers' Year : being 
his Commonplace Book for 1898. By 
H. Rider Haggard. With 36 Illus- 
trations by C. Leon Little. Crown 
8vo., 7J. 6d. net. 

Hamlin.— A Text-Book of the His- 
tory OF Architecture. By A. D. F. 
Hamlin , A. M. With 229 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., js, 6d. 

Haweis.— Music and Morals. By the 
Rev. H. R. Haweis. With Portrait of 
the Author, and numerous Illustrations, 
Facsimiles and Diagrams. Cr.8vo.,7J.6</. 



Hodgson. — Outcast Essays and 
Verse Translations. By Shad- 
worth H. Hodgson, LL.D. Crown 
8vo., ar. 6d, 
Hoenig.— Inquiries concerning the 
Tactics of the Future. Fourth 
Edition, 1894, of the * Two Brigades '. 
By Fritz Hoenig. With i Sketch in 
the Text and 5 Maps. Translated by 
Captain H. M. Bower. 8vo., 15T. net. 
Huliah.— Thk History of Modern 
Music BvJohnHullah. 8vo., 8^. 6^ 
Jefferies (Richard). 
Field and Hedgerow. With Por- 
trait Crown 8vo. , y. 6d, 
The Story of My Heart : my Auto- 
biography. With Portrait and New 
Preiace by C. J. Longman. Crown 
8vo.,3*. 6d, 
Red Deer. With 17 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo., y, 6d. 
The Toilers of the Field. With 
Portrait from the Bust in Salisbury 
Cathedral. Crown 8vo. , y. 6d. 
Wood Magic : a Fable. With Frontis- 
piece and Vignette by E. V. B. Cr. 
8vo., 35. (>d. 
Jekyll.— Wood and Garden: Notes 
and Thoughts, Practical and Critical, 
of a Working Amateur. By Gertrude 
Jekyll. 71 Illustrations from Photo- 
graphs by the Author. 8vo. , lor. 6d. net. 
Johnson.— The Patentee's Manual: 
a Treatise on the Law and Practice of 
Letters Patent By T. & J. PL JOHN- 
SON, Patent Agents, «c 8vo., loy. 6eL 
Joyce.— The Origin and History of 
Irish Names of Places. By P. W. 
Joyce, LL.D. 2 vols. Crown 8vo., 
y. each, 
Kmgsley.— A History of French 
Art, 1 100- 1899. By Rose C. Kings- 
ley. 8vo., 125. 6d, net. 
Lang (Andrew). 
Letters to Dead Aih-hors. Fcp. 

8vo., 2J. dd. net. 
Books and Bookmen. With 2 
Coloured Plates and 17 Illustrations. 
Fcp. 8vo., 2i. 6d. net 
Old Friends. Fcp. 8vo., 2j. 6d, net 
Letters on Literature. Fcp. 8vo., 

2J. 6d. net. 
Essays in Little. With Portrait of 

the Author. Crown 8vo. , a? . 6d, 
Cock Lane and Common-Sense. 

Crown 8vo. , y. 6d. 
The Book of Dreams and Ghosts. 
Crown 8vo., 6s. 
Macfarren.— Lectures on Harmony, 
By Sir G. A. Macfarren. 8vo., i2j, 
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Misoellaneous and Critical YloxikA— continued. 



Marquand and Frothingham.— A 
Text-Book of the History of 
Sculpture. By Allan Marquand, 
Ph. D., and Arthur L. Frothingham, 
Junr., Ph.D., Professors of Archaeology 
and the Histoiy of Art in Princetown 
University. With 113 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo., dr. 
Max Miiller (The Right Hon. F.). 
India : What can it Teach Us ? Cr. 

8vo., Si. 
Chips from a German Workshop. 
Vol. I. Recent Essays and Addresses. 

Cr. 8vo., y. 
Vol. II. Biographical Elssays. Cr. 

8vo., $5. 
Vol HI. Ess^s on Language and 

Literature. Cr. Svo.. $s. 
VoL IV. Essays on Mythology and 
Folk Lore. Crown Svo. , $s. 
Contributions to the Science of 
Mythology. 2 vols. 8vo., 321. 
Milner. — Country Pleasures: the 
Chronicle of a Year chiefly in a Garden. 
By George Milner. Cr. 8vo., y. 6d. 
Morris (William). 
Signs of Change. Seven Lectures 
delivered on various occasions. Post 
8vo., 4J. 6d. 
Hopes and Fears for Art. Five Lec- 
tures delivered in Birmingham, Lon- 
don, etc., 1878-1881. Cr. 8vo., 4J. 6d. 
An Address Delivered at the Dis- 
tribution OF Prizes to Students 
of the Birmingham Municipal 
School of Art on 2ist February, 
1894. 8vo., 2J. 6d, net. 
Art and the Beauty of the Earth : 
a Lecture delivered at Burslem Town 
Hall, on October 13, 1881. 8vo., 
2J. 6d. net. 
Arts and Crafts Essays. By Mem- 
bers of the Arts and Crafts Exhibition 
Society. With a Preface by William 
Morris. Crown 8vo., ar. 6d, net. 
Some Hints on Pattern-Design- 
ing : a Lecture delivered by William 
Morris at the Working Men's Col- 
lege, London, on December 10, 1881. 
Svo. , 2J. 6d. net. 
Pollock.— Jane Austen: her Con- 
temporaries and Herself. An Essay in 
Criticism. By Walter Herries Pol- 
lock. Crown 8vo. 
Poore(GEORGEViviAN,M.D.,F.R.C.P.). 
Essays on Rural Hygiene. With 13 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., 6s. 6d. 

The Dwelling House. With 36 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

B-ichmond. — Boyhood : a Plea for 

Continuity in Education. By Ennis 

Richmond. Crown 8vo., 2j. 6d, 



Bichter. — Lectures on the Na- 
tional Gallery. By J. P. Richter. 
With 20 Plates and 7 Illustrations in the 
Text. Crown 4to. , 9J. 

Bossetti.— A Shadow of Dante : be- 
ing an Essay towards studying Himself, 
his World, and his Pilgrimage. By 
Maria Francesca Rossetti. With 
Frontispiece by Dante Gabriel Ros- 
setti. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 

Shad-well. — The London Water 
Supply. By Arthur Shadwell, 
M. A. , M. B. Oxon. , Member of the Royal 
College of Physicians. Crown Svo. , y, 

Soulsby (Lucy H. M.). 
Stray Thoughts on Reading. Small 

8vo., 2J. 6d. net. 
Stray Thoughts for Girls. i6mo., 

ij. 6d, net. 
Stray Thoughts for Mothers and 

Teachers. Fcp. 8vo., zs, 6d. net. 
Stray Thoughts for Invalids. 
i6mo., 2J. net. 

Soutliey. — The Correspondence of 
Robert Southey with Caroline 
Bowles. Edited, with an Introduction, 
by Edward Dowden, LL. D. 8vo. , 14J. 

Stevens.—ON the Stowage of Ships 
AND THEIR CARGOES. With Informa- 
tion regarding Freights, Charter-parties, 
&c. By Robert White Stevens, 
Associate-Member of the Institute of 
Naval Architects, 8vo., 21J. 

Turner and Sutherland. — The 
Development OF Australian Liter- 
ature. By Henry Gyles Turner 
and Alexander Sutherland. With 
Portraits and Illustrations. Cr. Svo. , y. 

Van Dyke.— A Text-Book on the 
History of Painting. By John C. 
Van Dyke, Professor of the History of 
Art in Rutgers College, U.S. With 
no Illustrations. Crown 8vo., dr. 

"Warwick.— Progress in Women's 
Education in the British Empire : 
being the Report of Conferences and a 
Congress held in connection with the 
Educational Section, Victorian Era Ex- 
hibition. Edited by the Countess of 
Warwick. Crown 8vo. , dr. 

Wliite.— An Examination of the 
Charge of Apostacy against 
Wordsworth. By W. Hale White, 
Editor of the * Description of the Words- 
worth and Coleridge MSS. in the Pos- 
session of Mr. T. Norton Longman'. 
Crown 8vo. , y. 6d, 

Willard. — History of Modern 
Italian Art. By Ashton Rollins 
Willard. With Photogravure Frontis- 
piece and 28 Full-page Illustrations. 
8vo., x8i. net. 
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HiBoellaneous Theological Works. 

\* For Church of England and Roman Catholic Works see MESSRS. LONGMANS & Co.'s 
Special Catalogues, 



Balfour.— The Foundations of Be- 
lief : beifig Notes Introductory to the 
Study of Theology. By the Right Hon. 
Arthur J. Balfour, M. P. 8vo. , i2j. 6d. 

Boyd (A. K. H.) (* A.K.H.B.*). 

Occasional and Immemorial Days : 

Discourses. Crown 8vo. , 7s. 6d. 
Counsel and Comfort from a City 

Pulpit. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 
Sunday Afternoons in the Parish 
Church of a Scottish University 
City. Crown Svo., 3s. 6d. 
Changed Aspects op Unchanged 

Truths. Crown 8vo., y. 6d. 
Graver Thoughts of a Country 
Parson. Three Series. Crown Svo., 
y. 6d, each. 
Present Day Thoughts. Crown Svo. , 

y.6d. 
Seaside Musings. Cr. Svo., y. 6d, 
•To Meet the Day' through the 
Christian Year ; being a Text of Scrip- 
ture, with an Originsu Meditation and 
a Short Selection in Verse for Every 
Day. Crown Svo., 4s. 6d, 
Oampbell. — Religion in Greek 
Literature. By the Rev. Lewis 
Campbell, M.A., LL.D., Emeritus 
Professor of Greek, University of St. 
Andrews. Svo., ly. 
Davidson.— Theism, as Grounded in 
Human Nature, Historically and Critic- 
ally Handled. Being the Burnett 
Lectures for 189a and 1893, delivered at 
Aberdeen. By W. L. Davidson, M.A., 
LL.D. Svo., ly, 

Gibson. — The Abbe de Lamennais 
AND THE Liberal Catholic Move- 
ment in France. By the Hon. W. 
Gibson. With Portrait. Svo., 12s, 6d. 
Iiang (Andrew). 
The Making of Religion. Svo., 12s. 
Modern Mythology : a Reply to Pro- 
fessor Max Miiller. Svo., gs, 
MacDonald (George). 
Unspoken Sermons. Three Series. 

Crown Svo., 31. 6d, each. 
The Miracles of Our Lord. Crown 
Svo. , y. 6d. 
Martineau (James). 
Hours of Thought on Sacred 
Things: Sermons. 2 Vols. Crown 
Svo. y. 6d, each. 
Endeavours after the Christian 
Life. Discourses. Cr. Svo., 7s. 6d. 
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Martineau {] auks)— continued. 

The Seat of Authority in Religion. 
Svo., 14s. 

Essays, Reviews, and Addresses. 4 
Vols. Crown Svo. , js. 6d. each. 

Home Prayers, with Two Services for 
Public Worship. Crown Svo. y, 6d, 
Max Miiller (F.). 

The Six Systems of Indian Phil- 
osophy. Svo., iSLr. 

Contributions to the Science of 
Mythology. 2 vols. Svo., 321. 

The Origin and Growth of Re- 
ligion, as illustrated by the Religions 
of India. The Hibbert Lectures, 
delivered at the Chapter House, 
Westminster Abbey, in 187S. Crown 
Svo., y. 

Introduction to the Science of 
Religion : Four Lectures delivered at 
the Royal Institution. Cr. Svo. , y. 

Natural Religion. The Giflford 
Lectures, delivered before the Uni- 
versity of Glasgow in iSSS. Cr. Svo., 

Physical Religion. The Gifford 
Lectures, delivered before the Uni- 
versity of Glasgow in 1890. Cr. Svo., 

Anthropological Religion. The Gif- 
ford Lectures, delivered before the 
University of Glasgow in 1891. Cr. 
Svo., 5*. 

Theosophy ; or, Psychological Reli- 
gion. The Gifford Lectures, delivered 
before the University of Glasgow in 
189a. Cr. Svo., 5*. 

Three Lectures on the Vedanta 
Philosophy, delivered at the Royal 
Institution in March, 1894. Svo. . 51. 

RAMAK^i'SHA'A : HiS LiFE AND SAY- 
INGS. Crown 8vo., y, 

Homanes.— Thoughts on Religion. 
By George J. Romanes, LL.D., 
F. R. S. Crown Svo. , 41. 6d. 

Vivekananda.— Yoga Philosophy : 
Lectures delivered in New York, Winter 
of 1895-6, by the SWAMI VIVEKAN- 
ANDA, on Raja Yoga ; or. Conquering 
the Internal Nature; also Patanjali's 
Yoga Aphorisms, with Commentaries. 
Crown Svo., y. 6d, 

Williamson. •— The Great Law: 
A Study of Religious Origins and of 
the Unity underlying them. By W, 
Williamson. Svo., 14J. 
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